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Annual Scholastic 


Awards Issue 
LITERARY CAVALCADE is proud to 


present its seventh annual student- 
written, student-illustrated issue. The 
contents of this special issue are se- 
lected from outstanding entries in the 
1955 Scholastic Magazines Writing and 
Art Awards. 

We are proud of this issue—and we're 
sure that you and your students are 
even prouder. As your students enjoy, 
experience, criticize, and judge the 
work of boys and girls their own age, 
they will discover—or rediscover—incen- 
tive to obtain for themselves the per- 
sonal satisfaction of creative art. 

We hope that you, too, will find 
personal satisfaction as you glance 
through these pages. Whether or not 
your students won specific awards, it 
is you teachers who have provided the 
high standard of competition from 
which the winners were chosen. On 
these pages are the results of your con- 
sistent help and encouragement—who- 
ever and wherever you are. 

A special note of congratulations, 
from us at Scholastic, from the judges, 
and from all the participating teachers, 
is due those teachers with two or more 
students who won top honors in the 
Writing Awards (Senior Division): 
Mollie R. G. Epstein, Bronx (N. Y.) 
H. S. of Science; Harold Keables, South 
H. S., Denver, Colo.; Sylvia Kurson, 
Horace Greeley H. S., Chappaqua, 
N Y.; Mildred Linden, Oak Park (IIl.) 
River Forest H. S.; Belle McKenzie, 
West Seattle H. S., Seattle, Wash.; 
Katharine Morehardt, Gilbert School, 
Winsted, Conn.; E. M. Rasmussen, 
Union-Endicott H. S., Endicott, N. Y.; 
Mary L. Taft, Evanston (Ill.) H. S.; 
W. R. Thornley, Ogden (Utah) H. S.; 
Margaret Thompson, Red Bank (N. J.) 
H. S.; and Adelaide Truesdell, McKin- 
ley H. S., Washington, D. C. 


PLPPELPOVROO*M 


Dr. Lloyd S. Michael, Supt., Evanston 
Dr. Mark C. Schinnerer, Supt. of Schools, Cleveland, 
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Comments from Our Judges .. . 


@ Any English teacher knows the difficulties of appraising student com- 
positions. The problems of judging a nation-wide program such as the 
Scholastic Writing Awards—even of determining the bases for such judg- 
ment—are still more complex. With sincere appreciation, we thank our 
distinguished—and busy—group of Awards judges for their thoughtful ballots 
and individual comments. As a reflection of their keen interest in the 
writing of young people, we would like to share with you a few of the 
judges’ perceptions and opinions. (Photographs of the judges appear on 
pages 41-43 with the announcements of student winners. ) 


Eudora Welty (Short Story): “I read the stories with a good deal of pleasure. 
The level of competence is high, which is good, but beyond that, the 
level of other qualities—feeling, perception, seriousness—is high, too. 
. . . I felt that nearly every one of the stories succeeded in giving 
pleasure of some sort, which is a fine accomplishment.” 


Warren Bower (Essay): “It was not an easy matter to make the selections. 

The quality was remarkably high. The impression I have gained 
through this experience is one of solid and effective teaching by those 
who have had these students in their charge, and of a high order 
of talent and feeling among those whose manuscripts I read. 
“It is noteworthy that there is not a very wide range here among the 
types of the informal essay. These students do best when they are 
describing and in some measure interpreting their own experience. 
The ones which I have rated higher than others have, I would say, 
a greater degree of interpretation of what the events they have gone 
through mean. There is, at least among the manuscripts I was privileged 
to read, no dealing with ideas, even in their personal application. 
But perhaps this is to be expected among young students, when the 
experience itself and its immediate impact and meaning are what is 
memorable.” 


John D. Weaver (Short Story): “I was pleased to see how simply most of 
the stories were told, without stylistic tricks or the O. Henry ending, 
which is so often an open and unlighted manhole for beginning writers. 
I am sure the teachers deserve much of the credit, but there is a point 
where teaching ends and talent begins.” 


Gladys Schmitt (Short Short Story): “The level of this division is up over 
that of past years simply astoundingly—in style, form, and thought. 
. There is an expertness and an absence of the brash and the 
tricky that are very gratifying. . These [stories] are wonderful— 
the best in any year I’ve judged.” 


Robert Hillyer (Poetry): “. .. An unusually interesting and varied collection.” 


PEPPL EPEC PREP ECOL LOOOO> 


> 
‘ 
. 
>, 
a 








Literary Cavalcade 


Practical English 
Editorial Advisory Board, 1955 


Keables 


Miss Tex Ann Aldriedge, Chairman English Dept., Duncan (Okla.) 
High School ¢ Mr. Harold Keables, English Dept., South High 
School, Denver, Colo. e Miss Sylvia M. Kurson, Horace Greeley 
High School, Chappaqua, N. Y. ¢ Mr. Howard Marsh, Roose- 
velt Junior High School, West Orange, N. J. @ Mrs. Eula P. 
Mohle, Chairman English Dept., Milby High School, Houston, 
Tex. @ Mr. Egbert W. Nieman, Chairman English Dept., Shaker 
Heights (Ohio) Junior High School e Miss Dorothy Potter, 
Chairman English Dept., Bulkeley High School, Hartford, Conn. 
@ Miss Helen Tangeman, Supervisor High School English, Cincin- 
nati (Ohio) Public Schools @ Miss Helen Thornton, Chairman 
English Dept., Arsenal Technical Schools, Indianapolis, Ind. 
@ Miss Marian Zollinger, Director Language Arts, Portland 
(Ore.) Public Schools. 


Kurson 





. 
Nieman 


Tangeman Thornton Zollinger 





editors grow out of suggestions from 
our advisers and the stimulating discus- 
sions that they initiate. 

Our six classroom magazines have a 
total of 31 members on their Editorial 
Advisory Boards: ten for Practical Eng- 
lish-Literary Cavalcade, five each for 
Senior Scholastic, World Week, Junior 
Scholastic and six for NewsTime, our 
publication for the middle elementary 
grades. The majority of our board mem- 


tire each year, in order to maintain con- 
tinuity from one year to the next and to 
provide a constant influx of fresh abili- 
ties and interests. 


At Our Corner 


NCE a year in May, Scholastic Mag- 

azines entertain the members of their 
Editorial Advisory Boards for an impor- 
tant two-day conference. This year the 
conference will be held on May 21-22 
at the Scholastic offices, 33 West 42nd 
Street, New York City. 

At these annual meetings, the con- 


In June, after the meetings of the 
subject-matter advisory boards, the ex- 
ecutives of Scholastic also meet with 
the members of the National Advisory 
Council. This group, composed of lead- 
ing schoo] administrators, city super- 
intendents, and high school principals, 


tents of all our magazines for the past 
year are evaluated, and editorial pro- 
grams and problems for the coming 
year are thoroughly discussed. The en- 
tire editorial staff participates, and our 
editors and writers profit immensely by 
the wisdom and experience of our ad- 
visers. Many policies adopted by our 
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bers are classroom teachers of English, 
social studies, or elementary grades. 
Others are subject supervisors in city 
school systems, curriculum authorities, 
or professors from university schools of 
education. Board members represent 
many sections of the U. S. 
Approximately half the members re- 
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ON OUR COVER 


Meet the photog- 
rapher who snapped 
the photo of the perky 
clown on our cover. 

He is Larry Leach, a senior at Bakersfield 
(Calif.) H. S., and he has won a scholarship 
to the Art Center School, Los Angeles, for his 
portfolio entry in the 1955 Scholastic-Ansco 
Photography Awards. 

Larry tells us that the clown with the “feath- 
er in his cap” (a commendation winner) is 
the famous Lou Jacobs of the Ringling Broth- 
ers Circus. “I spent many hours hanging 
around the circus before | was brave enough 
to ask Mr. Jacobs if | could take his picture. 
He was busy and tired, so | had about 30 
seconds to get the picture. | believe its value 
lies in the unusual cropping.” You've guessed 
it, Larry is picture-editor of his school year- 
book and plans to become a free-lance pho- 
tographer. 


“Dangers in Skin 
Diving,”’ page 10 


“Great to Be 
Back,’ page 16 


“Nostalgia,”’ 
page 18 


a. 447 Literary Cavalcade, published monthly 

during the school year, entered as 
second class matter August 31, 1948, at Post Office 
at Dayton, Ohio, under Act of March 3, 1879. Con- 
tents copyright, 1955, by Scholastic Corporation. 
Subscription price: 50¢ a semester; $1.00 a school 
year. Single copies, 25¢ except Awards issue in 
May 50¢ each. Special rates in combination with 
weekly Scholastic Magazines. Offices of publication, 
McCall St., Dayton 1, Ohio. General ard editorial 
offices, Literary Cavalcade, 33 West 42nd Street, 
New York 36, N. Y 
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YOUR 1955 SCHOLASTIC AWARDS ISSUE 


Batter Up!, by George Simpson__ 
Short Short Story—Honorable Mention: Ninth i inning. 


Made in U.S. A., by Daniel Drobnis______- 


Essay—Award: Touche! Russians re- invent the art of inventing! 


Night Up Front, by Deane F. Sparks 


Essay—Award: He dared not move—he dared not miss a sound! 


Focd for My Farmer, by Judy Huhta 


Short Story—Award: Two girls would say “| do’’—Wes must choose! 


Dancers in Skin Diving, by Bob Cox 


Essay—Award: Can two unarmed boys be a match for hungry sharks? 


Gocd-bye, Bette, by Gail Piller 


Essay—Award: It came as a shock—her “‘little sister’’ was grown-up! 


From the Valley, by Kirt Weed s 


Essay Award: A boy .. . his horse . . . and a cool, crisp morning. 


Great to Be Back, by Richard Jaeger 


Short Story—Award: It was his first time starting a varsity game. 


Nostalgia, by Susie Howell 


Short Short Story—Award: It always seems so long between dates. 


The Thesaurus, by Mary Frances Devlin 


Article—Honorable Mention: Meet “the writer's good man Friday’! 


Jay, by Pat Swanson____ 
Short Story—Award: He didn’t understand—but he was frightened. 


Ellen, by Beverly Hatfield 
Short Short Story—Award: They watched in wide-eyed astonishment! 


Art Awards—more of the winners 
Poetry Awards. 


It Ain’‘t Never Happened Before, by Liane Ellison 
Short Story—Award: A new sort of warmth soaked slowly into him. 


Mishiko, by Linda Ross_ 


Drama—Award: The earth was generous—but the sky? No one knew. 


Mizpah, by Carol Mossberger 


Essay—Award: Memories fade . . . in the end he wasn’t real at all. 


May They Not Walk Alone, by Frank Clover 


Short Story—Award: He wanted to scream—but they were so polite! 
1955 Scholastic Writing Awards Winners—and Judges 
Cavalquiz 
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Here it ts! 


... the special issue of Literary Cavalcade that comes just once a year, each 
spring—your Scholastic Awards Issue. We believe that you'll enjoy this issue 
from cover to cover, from the first short short story, “Batter Up!” to the last 
story, “May They Not Walk Alone.” You'll be impressed—and proud! For 
each story and illustration was written or drawn or photographed by YOU, the 
high school students of today. Each selection is a top national winner in the 
1955 Scholastic Magazines Writing and Art Awards. 

Our congratulations !—to all 200,000 of you who sent in entries—and to 
the many others who may find in these pages the incentive to produce a 
story or poem, painting or photograph, of your own. The real winning is the 
experience of expressing yourself—the discovery of your own abilities! The 
list of those who received national honors in the Writing Awards begins on 
page 41. (See page 25 for the Art Awards.) If your name isn’t on the list this 
year, remember that you may have been very. very close to it. 

To all who helped make the Awards possible—your teachers, the distin- 
guished judges, the W. A. Sheaffer Pen Company (co-sponsor of the Writing 
Awards), cooperating newspapers, the co-sponsors of the Art Awards—our 
thanks! To you, our readers—congratulations for 1955; good luck for 1956! 











Batter Up! 


[‘ only we could have held: them in 
the sixth inning, I wouldn't be in 
such a spot. If only it were someone 
else besides me. But no, I’ve got to be 
the one at bat, with two men out and 
the tying run on second base. It would 
be even a little better if it were the 
seventh or eighth inning, because we 
would still have a chance, and maybe 
our cleanup hitter, Quickle, would bat 
instead of me. 

At least I can say I haven't struck 
out in this game yet. Oh heck! why 
did I say that? I can see myself walking 
back to the bench with my head drag- 
ging the ground. All the guys would be 
saying, “Oh that’s all right, Corky, you 
tried anyhow.” 

Gosh! I wish they would either take 
that pitcher out or leave him in, and 
quit taking up so much time. Wonder 
if he’s as nervous as I am. Ha! Couldn’t 
be, but he’s only human, and unless he’s 
got ice-water veins, he’s probably as 
scared as I am. 

Wonder what it would be like if I'd 


hit one over that cigar sign in left? All 
the gang would whoop it up and meet 
me at the plate to carry me off. Holy 
Cow! What a spot! And this is the 


championship playoffs! If only we could 
have beaten North last week, I wouldn’t 
be in such a predicament, because now 
we would be the champs, undisputed. 

Well, well, what do ya know? They're 
leaving him in, and he’s ready to pitch. 

Guess I'll try to look nonchalant 
while he’s looking at me. There, that’s 
it, get some of that old dirt on your 
hands. Boy, how that helps. Now to 
plant my foot in that very special good 
luck spot, right behind the far corner 
of the plate. 

He just nodded. Come on, Cork, give 
it all you got, even if you do flub up, 
you can say you took it like a man. 
Here it comes—LOW BAWW! Wow! 
That was luck, that ump missed it, but 
I'm sure not going to argue with him. 
He’s a pretty good guy anyhow. 

Pheww! I’m sweating. Not because 
I've played too hard either. I’m just 
plain scared. 

Here it comes—STRIKE! Strike? 
You're blind, you stinkin’ one-eyed bum! 

Hope he didn’t hear me. Robbie and 
Jim are yelling at me from the bench. 


By George Simpson, 17 
Wellington (Kan.) H. S. 
Teacher, Pauline Shockey 


HONORABLE MENTION— 
SHORT SHORT STORY 


Shut up, you guys! Ha! Listen to ‘em 
—“hit it over, Cork, over and out.” I 
need some more dirt. Think I'll wipe 
the sweat from my hat too. 

Well, well, the “big man” thinks I’m 
taking too long. Heck with ya, big boy. 
I'd hate to meet up with him after the 
game, though, he’s big as an ox. 

He’s coming around with it again. 
Fastball? Curve? BAWW TWO! Two 
and one. I can hit him if he puts a 
fast one right here. Wish I could just 
throw the ball up and hit it, and it 
would count. 

HERE IT IS—hey, I got good wood 
on the ball! Keep going, feet, please 
make me fast, FOUL BAWW! Oh no, 
now I’ve got to go through all this 
again. 

Tony is up next. Boy, I wish that 
pitcher would hit me with the ball, 
real soft though. At least it would take 
some of this pressure off my shoulders! 

Wonder if that’s two balls or three? 
Hey, ump! Hey, ump! What’sa count? 
Thanks. Two and two, huh? 

Come on, big boy, throw it in here, 


Commendation in Photography, Sports, Group Il, by Ken Koenig, Tucson (Ariz.) H. S. 
First shown regionally by the Valley National Bank and Phoenix (Ariz.) College. 























I'll murder it. Oh, now youre acting 
cute and taking up time. O.K. I apolo- 
gize! Will you please throw that ball 
in here? 

Well, well, what do ya know. He’s 
ready, Give him a big pat on the back. 
Here it comes, Corky, swing—no—hold 
up. . . . BAWW THREEEE! Wow! 
That’s two real close ones he’s given 
me. Oh no! Exactly what I didn’t want 
to happen. Three balls and two strikes. 
A full count. The tying run on base, and 
Im up. Tony's next. I know he'll hit 
him, if I don't stri 

Don’t say that! 

Here it is—swing! ouch! Foul right 
off the end of the bat, and it stung like 
everything. 

Boy what a silly thing | did. That 
pitch was way outside, so what do I 
do? I go for it. If I strike out now, I 
deserve it! 

He’s ready now, there goes Rex tak- 
ing a lead off second. It’s coming in, 
please let me hit it—no, take! What was 
it, ump, come on sweet little ump, 
what was it? BAWW FORRR! Thanks! 
Whew! 

“Come on, Tony keed, put it out, he’s 
easy, just meet it!” 








































@ Amusing retort to the U. S. S. R.’s 
claim that Russians were the inventors 
of electricity, radio, airplanes—and any 
thing else you can think oj! 


TOWADAYS, Ivan, it seems that you 
Russians are taking the credit for 
inventing everything—from the electric 
light bulb to the gum-ball machine. So 
I am writing this, Ivan, to get my two 
cents’ worth in before you corner the 
market. I wish to claim credit for my 
many without which life 
would be vastly different. 

The first invention to spring from my 
fertile mind was my Western Hero 44. 
You have seen this useful device in 
operation many times at your favorite 
movie theatre. The hero is pursuing a 
bandit who has just robbed a 
widow of her life’s savings. Bouncing 
along at top speed astride his horse, the 
hero whips out his trusty six-shooter 
and fires at the villain, who has a lead 
of at least a mile. 


“Western Hero 44” 

Bang! First shot—another villain bites 
the dust! Don’t think for a minute that 
the shooting involved any skill on the 
part of the hero. No sir! It was the 
Western Hero 44 that did the trick. 
It contains a type of gyroscopically con- 
trolled stabilized firing circuit similar 
to that found on warships of the United 
States Navy. (Later models carry an 
improvement making it impossible for 
the hero to hit anything but the villain, 
a necessary revision with some of the 
dolts now playing in the Western pic- 
tures. ) 

You too may own one of these mar- 
velous instruments. You may obtain a 
genuine Western Hero 44 by tearing 
the door off a G.E. refrigerator and 
mailing it, along with forty-eight pesos 


inventions, 


poor 


By Daniel Drobnis, 15 


Evanston (Ill.) Township H. S. 
Teacher, Frances Rouse 


AWARD—ESSAY 





to cover handling charges, to 11 South 
Royal Street, Hobart, Tasmania. 

To continue, Ivan. Shortly after the 
Hero 44, I brought out the Western 


Villain 45. This gun is designed to 
complement the Hero model, and will 
not hit the broad side of 


when the muzzle is placed right against 


a barn even 


it. In addition it is guaranteed to run 
out of shells when my Class Three hero 
or above approaches to within fifty feet 
I have not made these guns comme 
cially available, as I would not wish 
them on my best enemy. Although, on 
second thought, I might 
ception in your case, Ivan. 

And now, my dear fellow, let me make 


make an ex 


clear to you who invented the throw 
rug. A Ukrainian peasant, Petrovich Sha- 
poshnikov, may well have invented the 
throw rug as you claim, but it remained 
for me to put the throw into it. You 
certainly must have noticed my Slid 
for-Sure Throw Rugs laying for 
on the floors of many of your friends 
If you happened to step on one of them 


you 


you know what a sudden surprise made 
an otherwise dull day memorable. As 
you felt for broken may 
have wondered who was responsible for 
your horizontal 
Washington said when questioned about 
the cherry tree, it was me what done it 
Although part credit goes to Petrovich 
I was your principal benefactor. 

If you wish to break the monotony 
of your friends’ visits to your house 
(and incidentally meet many interestiny 
people at the damage suit), 
take advantage of 
acquainted offer to purchase one of 
these attractive throw rugs. Simply mail 
the middle C from a Ste‘’nway piano 
and thirty-eight pffennigs to Street of 
the Singing Dragon, Ulan Bator, Mon 
golia. If after ten days you are 
pletely satisfied, your money will b: 
cheerfully refunded at our main offi 
in Tamatave, Madagascar. 

Our American auto industry is far 
ahead of any other in the world due to 
my exclusive invention, the Never-Tat 
tle Rattle. You may already have one in 
your own car. This device, installed in 


bones, you 


posture. As George 


you may 


our special get 


not com 





Place in Show, Illustration, Gp. Hi, by Roland Young, Oakland (Calif.) Tech. H. S. First shown at The Emporium, San Francisco. 


the car either at the factory or in the 


dealer’s showroom, makes the elusive 


will-o’-the wisp look as if it’s nailed to 


the floor. The rattle appears to come 
first from under the hood, then in rapid 
succession from inside the glove com- 
partment, under the seat, inside the 
door, under the windshield, in the steer- 
ing column, and back in the trunk. Your 
knowledge of how your car is put to- 
gether—and taken apart—is vastly im- 
proved by one of these installations. 
Any interested person may obtain fur- 
ther information by sending one cubic 
foot of concrete from his house founda- 
tion and eighty-three piasters to 3338 
Bokai Avenue, Addis Ababa, Ethiopia. 


““Movie Must” 


In 1874 the great Russian scientist 
Stepanovich Konev invented the motion 
picture projector, so you tell me, Ivan. 
But it remained for me to produce the 
first Snip-Clip attachment, which fast- 
ens to the standard movie projector in 
a few seconds. You have undoubtedly 
noticed these installations throughout 


Dan Drobnis says 

that he got his idea 

for “Made in U. S. A.” 

from a newspaper ar- 

ticle saying that Ra- 

dio Moscow ‘ad just 

claimed another well- 

known invention as 

Russian. Dan, now a 

Sophomore, has en- 

joyed writing ever 

since the second grade. 

Photography and 

model railroads are his hobbies. Dan says that 

he hopes some day to become an electrical 
engineer. 


the country. At irregular intervals, aver- 
aging once a showing, this device cuts 
the film as it runs through the projector. 
The resultant pause has the advantage 
of giving the audience time to analyze 
the plot and discuss it with their neigh- 
bors. It has the added advantage of 
keeping the projectionist on his toes. 
Anyone owning home movies who 
would like to own one of these devices 
may obtain one by sawing a leg off of 
his dining room table and mailing it, 
along with sixty-seven rials, to 41 Ave- 
nue Yasuda, Hokkaido, Japan. If ever 
in need of repair, your Snip-Clip will 
be serviced free of charge by our fac- 
tory representative in Karachi, Pakistan. 

And I think now is the time to settle 
another score, Ivan. If you have ever 
lain awake at night listening to the 
steady drip-drip-drip of a leaky faucet, 
you have me to thank for your increased 
hours of productive thought. This de- 
vice, known simply as the Drip, is in- 
stalled by the plumber at the time the 
pipes are connected. In the event that 
your house has been one of the few 


' 


Eleventh-grader 

George “Corky” Simp- 

son says that “Batter 

Up!” is the story of a 

ball game he actually 

played in. “It was the 

most memorable thing 

that ever happened to 

me. It meant a lot to 

the boys on the team, 

so | tried to recreate 

it on paper.” Sports, 

art, and reading num- 

ber among Corky’s interests. His ambition is to 

be either a major league baseball player or a 
writer; or maybe a coach. 


neglected, there is a handy do-it-your- 
self kit which may be purchased by 
tearing page 347 from the Encyclopae- 
dia Britannica and mailing with two 
dollars and eighty cents in Confederate 
money to 247 Elizabeth Place, Darwin, 
Australia. If you wish one of our cour- 
teous, factory-trained representatives to 
make the installation, simply lift the 
receiver of your phone and dial LIv- 
ingston 9-8700 in Lusaka, Northern 
Rhodesia. Within just a few months he 
will call at your door. 

And now, Ivan, while you have been 
busy “liberating” the “exploited” natives 
of such places as North Korea and Indo- 
china, I have been busy freeing one 
hundred and sixty million red-blooded, 
bleary-eyed Americans from that na- 
tional menace, television. This emanci- 
pation is accomplished by a device de- 
livering 20,000 volts of electricity to 
any idiot venturing to turn on the TV. 
It is easily attached to any set now in 
captivity. Once installed, it is imper- 
vious to anything smaller than a 105 
millimeter pack howitzer at seven feet. 
If you, too, wish to be saved from the 
TV mania, if you, too, want to prevent 
yourself from being turned into a vidiot, 
mail the detector tube and _ rectifier 
from your TV set, along with seven 
rupees in stamps, to 1438 South Simeon 
Avenue, Rabat, Morocco. 

Despite all my efforts, Ivan, there is 
one phase of inventing at which you 
and your fellow Russians excel. No mat- 
ter how hard I try, no matter how 
many devices I dream up, you will al- 
ways surpass me in this one phase. The 
whole world, Ivan, marvels at 
knack for inventing inventors. 


your 
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Deane Sparks left 
school in 1951 to join 
the Marines. Thirteen 
months of his service 
were spent fighting 
in Korea. Last Sep- 
tember he returned 
to school to finish his 
Senior year. Deane’s 
ambition is to be- 
come a lawyer. His 
essay, “Night Up 
Front,” describes a 

night which could have been any of those he 
spent at the front. 


OTHING can be seen but darkness 

except for, perhaps, darker shadows. 
You must rely entirely upon hearing to 
define your surroundings and _ the 
enemy. Your ears strain to pick up the 
least bit of sound. You dare not move 
for fear that you may miss the noises: 
a small twig broken under foot; the 
sound of a clip being injected into 
the chamber of an enemy burp gun; 
the very slight sound of a hammer being 
pulled back to the cocked position, 
ready to fire the shell that could snuff 
out your life or the life of one of your 
comrades. Your every breath seems to 
cut the air with a shrill whistling sound. 
Every noise of the night is magnified 
into the sound of a thousand cannons 
going off at once. There is so little 
breeze that the large tree next to you 
makes not a sound as if even the tree 


You dare not move—you dare not miss a sound .. . 


is trying not to give its position away. 

You hear a bird come through the 
air and perch on a small branch. The 
branch gives way to his weight and 
utters a slight sigh in protest. Thirty 
yards away you hear the Brrrrp of an 
automatic rifle. Leaves float softly but 
audibly to the ground—then silence. 
Nature must sense the tenseness that 
is at hand, for all her tiny creatures 
are still. 

Boom, Boom, Boom! From behind, 
the artillery lets go with a barrage. 
For what seems like hours, actually 
only for seconds, the soft report of the 
projectiles can be heard pounding the 
target. Each time one of the big guns 
goes off, your ear drums feel almost as 
if they would burst. You swear under 
your breath. If they keep that blasting 
up, one of the enemy will slip up and 
cut someone’s throat. 

All is quiet again. You hate the un- 
ending silence, but you hate a noise 
more; for a noise may mean death. 
A noise may be about to end someone’s 
life; a louder noise may be shielding 
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that killer. Still no sound. Nothing is 
audible, no boom—absolutely nothing. 
A rustle in the grass! You listen, 
straining every nerve in your body. It’s 
too cold for snakes. The blood pounds 
in your ears and you hold your breath. 
Then comes a cat. What's a cat doing 
here anyway? He'll be a dead cat if 
he doesn’t shut up. More rustle of the 
grass, and a kitten falls in beside you. 
Small clods of dirt roll in behind him 
it sounds like a landslide on Old Baldy. 
At last, light is slipping over the 
mountains, and there is a feeling of 
relief all along the line. Another night 
up front is over, with its silence, noises 
and death. Yes, now the 
broken by sunlight. 


silence is 





Food for My Farmer 
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Two girls would say “I do’’—which would he choose? 


HE family was beginning to worry 
because Wes was twenty-eight and 
The aunts would dis- 
prospects in cattle- 
buyer tones over coffee and sweet bread. 


still a bachelor 
cuss matrimonial 
The uncles would slap him on his sun- 
browned back and ask if he wasn’t get- 
ting restless for a wife. Even I thought 
that marriage wouldn't be such a bad 
idea if he could find a wife who would 
let me still be his best girl. 

[ loved him with my whole heart; | 
vas sure I could love 


never anyone 


more than he. He never wore a shirt in 
the summertime, and he looked like an 
Indian. I 
the tractor. Every morning and evening 
stayed on the farm I 
milk the cows; he 
milk 


um was perfect 


used to ride behind him on 
vhen I would 
would 
into my mouth; his 
After dinner he would 
lie on the parlor floor and, if I asked 
him to, he would make his stomach go 


vatch him 


squirt fresh 


in and out in the most amazing way! 
It looked like ocean waves breaking. 
And he was so strong that it was hard 
to breathe just thinking about it. Be- 
cause he was so wonderful, I thought 
he should get married and have some 
kids; they make the finest of 
cousins 

Wes had a girl named Elena who 
lived in town. Her dark hair and easy 
grace and hot temper awed me. She 
wore a lot of lipstick, and the aunts 
never wore any. Elena worked for the 
telephone company, which added to 
the intrigue about her. | wondered if 
she ever listened in on my telephone 
conversations. I was careful never to 
mention her, but sometimes I would say 
something subtle about Wes which was 
meant for her to hear. She had a low 
langh that vibrated in my ears and 
seared me a little. She had a special 
kind of excitement. Red was her color: 
1 sensed something vibrant about her; 
an element of adventure came with her; 


would 


she would move quickly when she 
moved. She was all these things, vet 
she was first of all feminine. The-aunts 
iooked gray when they discussed Wes’'s 
I think that preju 
diced me in her favor. 

I liked to sit in my favorite 
the orchard 
Grandma wasn’t around 


attachment to her 


nlace in 


and eat green apnles, if 
and cherries 
if Grandpa wasn't around, and imagine 
what life would be like on the farm if 
Wes and Elena were married. 


The fact 


girl and no Norwegian erased her from 


that she was no farm 


the realm of possibility as far as ever 
one else but Wes and me was concerned 
I couldn't see her churning butter ex 
cept with a scowl on her face and her 
hair all messed up. She just wasn't the 
I kind of thought that she 
could bake pies though, because for as 
long as I could Wes had 
sung, “Can she bake a cherry pie, Bill 
boy Billy boy? Can she bake a cherr 
pie, charming Billy?” and I 
him even liking 


patient type 


remember 


couldn't 
ime cine a girl who 
couldn't. 

I wondered if Elena could get Wes 
up in the mornings. He was the most 
impossible person to arouse. He hated 
his middle name, so I used to sit on 
the top stair and yell, “Fred, Fred, the 
sleepy head, wake up!” after Grandma's 
gentler pleas had failed. He would get 
terribly mad, and sometimes I feared 
he wouldn't forgive me in time to take 
me to the fields with him, but he al 
ways did. Maybe Elena would sleep 
until 10 o'clock. No had 
lounged around on the farm so far. 

I could hear her exploding every now 
and then because Wes never took her 
out. She'd leave town for a week 
or two periodically, but she'd al- 
ways come back to Wes, and he would 
miss her like fury when she was gone 
Everyone would surmise that she and 
Grandpa would hardly ever speak to 


one evel 
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each other, but I suspected that they 
could have some pretty lively discus- 
sions. She would seethe when the fam- 
ily talked Norwegian in front of her. 
It always bothered me a little, too, es- 
pecially when they laughed. 

I tried to imagine her helping Grand- 
ma with the cooking, the flavors of 
paprika and pepper creeping into the 
husky-tasting Norwegian meals. Any 
kids she had would be spunky, and 
she’d make them as American as possi- 
ble in self-defense. 


a WAS hard for me to tell how Wes 
felt about Elena. I think he got excited 
inside when he thought of her. I re- 
member one day when we were play- 
ing in the east forty, and he was whis- 
tling and talking about her. 

“Look around, honey,” he said, “and 
tell me what you see that reminds you 
of Elena.” 

I started with the bluish hills and 
strained to find a remembrance of Elena 
in them. They were soft and hazy. No. 
I looked to the lakes in the distance, 
cool and deep. I shifted my eyes to the 
woods fresh with spring. Wes watched 
my gaze fall to the ground. The newly 
turned earth was lying fertile in the 
sun. He squeezed some hard in his 
hand, and he released it as mud. A 
small stone fell with the mud. 

“She’s full of life,” he said. 

Elena wasn't Wes’s only girl. He 
dated a variety of them from around 
the countryside; the family and I didn’t 
meet most of them. Then one day a 
letter came to Grandma from a girl 
called Margaret. I read it too. 


August 18 
Dear Mother Olsen, 
I feel that I know you through your son 
Wes. Wes and I met at the fair last month, 
and we've been seeing each other since 
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then. I shall be very honest with you and 
will let you know that I feel that he and 
I should be much more than friends. | 
would like to marry him and come to live 
on the farm with you. You know how 
young men are though: sometimes they 
don’t realize when they have found the 
real thing. I am a Norwegian farm girl 
from near Oscartown. Wes and I want the 
same things from a marriage. 

I am twenty-four, and I want to be mar- 
ried and have children. I am usually much 
too shy to write anyone like this, but my 
mother and I felt that in this case you 
would not think me brazen. I would like 
to come to your farm for a few days as a 
guest. I think that Wes and I could work 
out something in that time. Please forgive 
me if you think my asking is out of place. 
May God bless you and your family. 

Margaret Bjork 


Grandma thought that she certainly 


sounded like a nice girl, and she wrote 
extending her hospitality and assuring 
Margaret that she understood perteccy 
The aunts were very curious. Wes took 
the news more calmly than I had ex 
pected him to. 

“Let her come if she'd like,” was all 
he said. 

I helped Grandma bake some special 
coffee cake and clean the house. Mar 
garet was to get off the bus at the high 
way about four miles from the farm. 
Wes went to meet her in the pickup. I 
tried to go along but was thwarted by 
the suggestion, “Let them be alone for 
a bit.” 

If Elena made one think of spices 
Margaret was like homemade bread. 
Wholesome, sweet, agreeable, but not 
thrilling. She wore pastel cotton frocks. 
I wondered how she kept them from 
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wrinkling in her suitcase. She helped 
Grandma a lot and was a very gentle 
person. She didn’t ever say too much, 
but when she did, it made sense. I 
could see right off how taken she was 
with Wes. She radiated when he was 
around, I think it embarrassed him a 
little, but it pleased him too. Wes was 
good to her. He spent all his spare time 
with her. Grandma let her mend his 
socks, and she did it so painstakingly 
I could have cried. 

The first day Margaret came to the 
farm Elena knew it. And was she ever 
mad! For two full days no one could 
phone in or out of the farm. Then her 
desire to know what was happening 
overpowered her, and she let calls go 
through so that she could listen in. I 
delighted in describing how sweet Mar- 
garet was on Wes over the phone. I 
elaborated on her baking skills, too. 

The family was completely won over. 
The aunts beamed and the uncles guf- 
fawed. 

I remember one evening when Wes 
had to haul a wagon full of barley 
straw to the Svensen’s place. He hitched 
the wagon behind the tractor. He and 
Margaret rode on the tractor. He let 
her sit on the seat, and he steered over 
her shoulders, I got to ride in the straw. 
A black snake moved through the stuff, 
and I yelled when I saw him. I hate 
snakes. I yelled again, but Wes couldn't 
hear me over the noise of the tractor. 
He and Margaret were laughing. I was 
awfully glad that they were getting 
along so well; I shut up and moved to 
the other end of the load. I guessed I'd 
have to share him from now on, 


te time came for Margaret to go 
home. Everyone was on edge. My mom 
and dad offered to drive her home. Wes 
and I went too. He hadn't said any- 
thing to her; I could tell. We were half- 
way to her house, and she started cry- 
ing. I wished there was some place for 
Wes and me to hide. My folks were 
trying to be cheerful. It was a mess. 
We went to her house for coffee, and 
Wes still didn’t say anything. I didn’t 
know whether he was just being mascu- 
linely elusive or what. Finally we left, 
and I knew she would start bawling 
again as soon as the door was closed. 

We drove back to the farm in utter 
silence. 

I cornered him in the barn at milking 
time. I didn’t say anything though. I 
just waited to see if he would begin 
thinking out loud. 

“Honey,” he said and squirted milk 
into my mouth, “I don’t know what love 
is. But Elena is the girl for me.” 

This, thought I, is where the fun 
begins. 


By Bob Cox, 16 
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Da ngers in 


Skin Diving 


The attack was well planned—except for one slip 


HE ocean has always intrigued me, 

and I suppose it always will. .I have 
had several experiences on, in, and un- 
der the ocean. This is an experience 
under the ocean. 

I had been in Florida before, and 
had gone skin diving before, but this 
time I learned a great deal that I had 
never known previously. A_ fellow 
named Murry and I decided to go out 
beyond the reef, a barrier along the 
shore of Miami Beach to keep danger- 
ous fish out, to see if we could spear 
some fish. 

We put on our diving apparatus, 
which consisted of a diving face mask, 
an aqualung (two tubes that supply 
the needed amount of air while under 
water), a spear gun, and a knife. We 
then swam to the reef and stood up 
for a breather before we plunged into 
deep water. About five-hundred yards 
out, the grey fins of several sharks could 
be seen. 


In “Dangers in Skin 

Diving” Bob Cox de- 

scribes an actual ex- 

perience. As the 

essay shows, swim- 

ming is one of his 

favorite pastimes. 

Stamp collecting is 

another. As a Junior 

at East H. S. in Den- 

ver, one of his chief 

activities is working 

on the school paper. 

Bob hopes some day to go into some branch 
of journalism. 


After swimming out about twenty 
yards, we inflated our tubes—small, 
plastic cylinders that will support a 
man when he gets tired—and went 
under for our first dive. Under the 
water the entire world changed. It is 
hard to describe to a person who has 
never been under, the beauty of the 
ocean floor in the middle of July. All 
one can say is that there are a multitude 
of colors, both from fish and plants, and 
when combined with sunlight the sight 
is nothing short of sheer beauty. Even 
a shark, when seen from underwater, 
is beautiful in its own smooth graceful 
way. 

When hunting for barracuda, sailfish, 
or any other large fish, a skin diver 
never looks down. Large fish swim at 
the surface of the water so that they 
can see the smaller fish on which they 
prey. The smaller fish stay near the 
bottom and make use of the deep 
shadows as hiding places. 

We were not worrying about the 
smaller fish at the moment, so we didn’t 
look down. Gazing through the light 
green mist, I saw only one living mov- 
ing object. That object was what I 
wanted to see. A large striped barra- 
cuda—a real killer, I thought to myself. 
The fish had seen neither Murry nor 
me as yet, and we came to the surface. 
We discussed our plan of attack on 
the big fellow. It didn’t take long, as 
we knew what to do when a fish came 
into spear-gun range. Murry volun- 
teered to stay above and distract the fish, 
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and I was to go below and spear him 
from underneath. It worked perfectly. 
Murry, flashing his glass-fronted mask 
in the sunlight, quickly attracted him, 
while I, approaching unseen from be- 
low, got close enough to the target to 
make one shot fatal. 

It seems funny to me that humans 
will venture into the home of other 
animals to try and conquer them. Many 
people have been killed in many ways 
by the sea. In my opinion the sea 
should be feared. People who “laugh 
at the sea” should not go near it for 
they may be over-confident and may 
find out too late that the sea should 
be respected. Nevertheless, I like the 
sea enough to endanger my life by go- 
ing into it for enjoyment. 

We quickly grabbed the sinking bar- 
racuda and pulled him to the surface. 
Then happened the worst thing that 
could happen. The sharks that we had 
seen when we began were still out 
about five-hundred yards. As most peo- 
ple know, blood attracts sharks, and, 
when they smell blood, they go into a 
frenzy. Murry, while cutting the spear 
from the victim, sliced his finger. It 
was quite a cut, and bled freely, for 
salt water does not help in stopping 
the flow of blood. 

I cut a strip of skin off the barra- 
cuda’s side in order to secure something 
with which to stop the flow of blood. 
Nevertheless the blood flowed. And the 
sharks began to swim closer. We de- 
cided we had better try to swim for 
shore. I looked behind and saw three 
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fins disappear beneath the surface. 

A shark is a daring fish. When he is 
hungry, he will attack any fish or any 
other eatable thing. A shark has only 
one bone in his body, his spinal column. 
Of course he has tendons with which 
he controls his body. Oh, yes, he has 
other bones, over seventy-five in fact, 
his teeth. 

I dived under the surface. In that 
short time the sharks had gotten be- 
neath us. Sharks also swim at the sur- 
face, looking down; when they go be- 
low, it can be assumed that they have 
spotted their prey. When a shark at- 
tacks, he has to turn his entire body 
over until he is completely upside down. 
It is impossible for him to attack unless 
he is in this inverted position because 
his snout protrudes far over his lower 
jaw, thus compelling him to slash with 
his sharp white teeth from below. 

I could see the two grey creatures 
as they swam menacingly along the 
bottom. Quickly I surfaced and _in- 
formed Murry of the situation. We both 
went below again. About ten feet be- 
low, one of the grey devils was rising 
to meet us. We pulled our knives as he 
swam toward me. In the meantime, 
Murry swam up behind him and quick- 
ly relieved him of his-intestines. Now 
that one shark was gone, I felt a bit 
relieved. Only one was left, as the third 
had left in pursuit of other entertain- 
ment. We prepared for the second at 
tacker. 

The blood was still flowing from 
Murry’s hand, and with the blood from 


the dead shark, the once misty green 
water was becoming a murky red. The 
ocean wasn’t quite so beautiful now. 
In fact, it was gruesome. 

Since Murry was bleeding, the shark 
directed his attack toward him. Now 
it was up to me to do the killing, as 
Murry had the task of keeping away 
from the hungry killer. The fish swam 
just below me toward Murry. I saw 
my chance and imbedded my knife in 
his back. Then I made a mistake, and 
swam below the wounded shark. He 
promptly turned toward me, and I was 
barely able to move away far enough 
to avoid his teeth. He did wound me 
in the hand with one of his teeth. By 
then Murry was in position to attack 
the shark and kill him with a_ well 
aimed slice to his head. 

We both swam quickly for shore; 
and just as we reached the beach Mur 
ry fainted from loss of blood. I ran to 
bring a doctor from one of the hotels 
which line the sand, and soon we both 
had been treated. 

After all that had happened, we came 
in with only two cut hands and a bar 
racuda. Where that other shark went 
I don’t know and, of course, will never 
know. All that I am thankful for is that 
he didn't decide to join his friends in 
attack. If he had, the chance is that 
this little incident would never have 
been written. 

Although this happe ned but a short 
time ago and is still fresh in my mind 
I will always look to the ocean for the 
best sort of entertainment 
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Why hadn’t she seen that her younger sister was pretty . .. and grown-up? 


GOOD-BYE, BETTE 
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HEN Bette came downstairs I 

was making a list of things to re- 
member to do tomorrow morning before 
I left. My thoughts were disconnected, 
flowing through my mind and body, 
pushing happiness, fear and excitement 
with them. It didn’t seem possible that 
the summer could be over and that to- 
morrow I would leave my family and 
my town for four years of college. 

The unsure click of Bette’s high heels 
was followed by a familiar dressed-up 
swishy noise as she walked into the 
living room. She checked her lipstick 
in the silver tray on the knick-knack 
shelf, picked up a magazine, and sat 
down. I was glad she didn’t notice that 
I was staring at her, because I wanted 
to look at her. 

It had been so long since I'd really 
seen my sister, who had been as natural 
a part of my life as breakfast, and some- 
times as necessary. I wondered what I 
would be seeing if Bette were not my 
sister. I wondered what the boy who 
would pick her up in a few minutes 
would see as she opened the door and 
smiled at him. I looked at the open, 
honest face that couldn’t hide her feel- 
ings, the blue eyes that had gotten her 
her way so many times, and the grown- 
up curve of her body. Why hadn't I 
ever seen that Bette was pretty, that 
she was grown-up? I tried to think back 
to the time she had begun to change, 
but so many things got into my way. 

Bette was born when I was two. | 
still insist to my parents that I remem- 
ber the day when Daddy lifted me up 
to the window in the hospital to see my 
new sister. I remember the disappoint- 
ment when I saw the fat, red baby with 
no hair that was Bette and the greater 
disappointment of finding out that we 
had to take her even though there were 
nlenty of prettier babies in the ward. 
I decided not to worry, though; Bette 
was the smallest person I had ever seen, 


and I doubted that she would ever 
amount to much. 

Having a sister wasn’t much bother 
until I was five. Before then, it had 
been fun to help Mommy take care of 
her and to laugh at the silly things she 
did and said, and to know that I would 
never be so silly. But suddenly there 
was a fuss about my setting a good 
example, and letting Bette play with 
my toys even if she threw them on the 
floor and broke them, and about taking 
her along to birthday parties that my 
friends had. When I was five I won- 
dered if sisters were good things to 
have. 

One day we were playing house. I 
was in a particularly bad mood because 
I was being the father. Bette decided 
that since she was the mother she 
should have all the dolls, even mine. 
All of the rebellion against having a 
sister was a big lump inside me as | 
watched her blonde head as she bent 
down to make each addition to her al- 
ready doll-laden arms, and as I saw the 
smile that was taunting my temper 
each time she looked up at me. I looked 
around, picked up the soft, grey kitten 
we had received for Christmas and 
threw it at her hard. I remember the 
two bright red streaks from its claws 
on her forehead and her blue eves 
showing more than physical hurt 
through her tears. My father’s words 
that day come back to me often now. 
“You shouldn’t have done that, Gail. 


Gail Piller, author 
of “Good-bye, Bette,” 
decided she liked to 
write at the age of 
seven, when she be- 
gan making up sto- 
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Chorus, and Student 
Court. She’s also an 
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write something really good.” Guil has also 
won an Honorable Mention for another essay 
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You know you love your sister.” I won- 
dered. 

Having a sister began to pay off once 
we were both in school. It was nice to 
have someone younger whom I could 
dare to jump off the high dive at the 
pool, someone with whom I could 
explore the woods on sharply cold au- 
tumn days, someone who would get 
excited with me on Christmas Eve. It 
was helpful to have someone with 
whom I could plan the strategy 
which would get our parents to take us 
to Playland or the movies. It made me 
feel good to have someone to teach 
school to besides my dolls, and some- 
one who thought I was wonderful be- 
cause I could read. Most of all, I liked 
having someone to talk to. I remember 
a serious talk we had about how unfair 
Mommy had been to get angry and 
punish us for bring Millie, our goat, 
into the kitchen. 

“Do you think we should run away?’ 
Bette asked. 

“No, it would probably make Daddy 
sad, and he hasn't done a thing.” 

“Boy, I'm glad Mommy didn’t know 
we were feeding Millie her cigarettes 
too!” Bette concluded. 

When I went into the eighth grade 
| had to make a big decision. Bette and 
I suddenly found that the system of 
cleaning up the room we shared wasn’t 
working. The old imaginary dividing 
line that ran through the middle of the 
mirror, the twenty-first floor board from 
either side of the room, and the middle 
of the knick-knack shelf, was getting 
harder to find every day. Bette’s mess 
was continually invading my side of 
the room, and the bureau which we 
shared now held such 
lipstick and stockings, which Bette 
classified as completely unnecessary 
For a while we tried a cooperative sys 
tem; that is, the week’s mess would be 
dumped into a pile at the center of the 
room and cleaned up every Saturday 
morning. This idea might have worked 
but Bette never showed up at the 
specified time on Saturday. We both 
realized that a big change had to be 
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made. I decided to move into the guest 
room. 

Sometimes now I get the same empty 
feeling inside that I had the morning 
after our change, the same feeling you 
get when someone you love is going 
away for a long time and you must 
watch him move slowly away, knowing 
that you are helpless to have him back 
even for a few moments. It was Sunday 
morning, and we were at the breakfast 
table. Daddy and Mommy’s conversa- 
tion had stopped and Mommy turned 
to us. 

“Well, girls, how do you like the 
new arrangement?” 

I looked at Bette, hoping that she 
would answer first, but she was looking 
at me with an embarrassed “you tell 
them” look in her eyes. Then she did 
feel the same way I did. I could tell 
them how awful having my own room 
was, that the room seemed too big for 
one person, that I missed those serious, 
whispered talks just before we went to 
sleep. I could tell them I wouldn’t care 
if Bette were messy as long as we 
could have a room together. 

“It’s fine,” I said, “much better.” 

“I thought it would be,” Mommy 
said. And she began telling me some- 
thing about new curtains for my room. 
[ didn’t care. I didn’t dare look at Bette. 
[ didn’t want any more breakfast. I 
went upstairs to my new room. 

During the summer before Bette 
went into ninth grade, Mommy’s friends 
began saying how pretty she was get- 
ting, and boys of my age began asking 
me if she was “going with anyone.” It 
was then that I wanted to tell her not 
to be hurt by what jealous girls said 
and not to worry about a bad mark, as 
I had. I wanted to tell her that the 
blouse she was wearing didn’t go with 
the skirt she had on and what to say 
when conversation lagged on a date. It 
hurt me to realize that she had to learn 
these things alone and to feel her re- 
sentment when I tried to give her 
advice. 

I'll never forget one of the first times 
we were at the same dance. She walked 
in, dressed from head to toe in my 
clothes, but I forgot to be angry be- 
cause she was making the clothes look 
the best they ever had. I forgot to 
be angry because as soon as she started 
dancing someone cut in. I forgot to be 
angry because she was talking and 
laughing just at the right times. I for- 
got to be angry because I was proud. 

That night Bette came into my room 
when she got home. 

“Did you have a good time?” she 
asked. 

“Yes, did you?” She looked dreamy 
and as if she hadn't heard my question. 
She was lying on my bed, looking at 


the ceiling and still wearing my blue 
taffeta dress. 

“Guess what!” she said and then be- 
gan to tell me before I had a chance 
to guess anything. “He kissed me to- 
night.” 

“Really?” I said, thinking of what 
time I should set the alarm for if I 
wanted to go to church in the morning. 

“Yes, and I liked it. How many times 
have you been kissed, Gail?” 

“Please get off my bed so I can get 
in it,” I said. 

“How many times?” she asked. 

“How many times what?” 

“You know,” she said, “been kissed.” 

“What a stupid question, Bette. How 
do I know?” 

“Well, I just wondered. Good night.” 
She left the room. 

I got into bed and was just dropping 
off to sleep when I remembered what 
Bette had said. She had been kissed! 
I wasn't sure if I liked the idea. 

Only four years since we had had 
that talk! Four years of advice, new 
dresses and shared happiness. I looked 
across the living room at Bette and felt 
like asking her how many times she had 
been kissed. Why hadn't I had a talk 
with Bette, as I planned to have before 
I left for college? In a few minutes her 
date would be here, and she would get 
in late tonight, and I couldn't talk to 
her tomorrow because we were leaving 
early and she probably would be 
asleep. One day when she was helping 
me pack we'd talked a little, but it was 
all in kidding: now she could have the 
car all the time, and she could have 
all the roast beef juice instead of just 


half. 


A CAR was turning into the drive, 
its headlights making two long beams 
across the ceiling. 

“He’s here.” My mouth was dry. 

“Can I wear your new coat?” she 
asked. 

“Sure. Look, Bette, I probably won't 
see you tomorrow. We're leaving so 
early.” 

“That’s right. Well, I'll write. Don’t 
work too hard and remember to check 
when vacations begin. I’ve got to go 
now. How do I look?” 

“The best ever,” I assured her. “Have 
a good time.” 

She opened the door and smiled at 
Bill. His eyes showed pleased surprise 
as they hardly recognized my sister, so 
changed from her schoolday self to the 
exciting, dressed-up girl who was his 
date. 

“Goodbye, Bette.” I was glad my 
voice sounded strong, almost happy. 

The front door banged shut, and my 
sister was gone. 


From 


T WAS still early in the morning as 

I made my way to the corral. I had 

all my chores done, and had it in mind 

to saddle up my pinto and go for a ride. 

With my rope I walked toward the 

large gate that opened into the corral. 

I pulled a good share of rope through 

the honda and gripped the loop about 
arm’s length from the knot. 

There were several other horses in, 
but I soon spotted the pinto. He knew 
who I was looking for and began run- 
ning and jumping, trying to get away 
from me. I finally singled him out and 
threw the rope over his shoulder. The 
rope circled his head and dropped 
around his neck. 

As soon as he felt the firm rope 
around him, he stopped so that I could 
walk up to him. I pushed the bit into 
his mouth and looped the bridle over 
his head. The roping saddle went on 
next, and we were ready. I swung my- 
self into the saddle and rode out of the 
corral, closing the wooden gate behind 
me. 

It was wonderful having the feeling 
of a good spirited horse underneath me 
and the warm wind blowing in my face. 
I touched the pinto with my spurs, and 
with this encouragement his whole 
body lunged forward in a full gallop. 
Because of his smooth gait it was sim- 
ple to sit in the saddle without bounce. 

After a quarter of a mile of meadows 
we started to climb up toward the 
mountains, As we got higher, the air 
became cooler, and the wind more force- 
ful than down in the valley. The tall 
pines started weaving back and forth, 
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A boy ... his horse .. . and a cool, crisp morning 


the Valley 


and the small scrub brush shivered in 
the path of the wind. 

(oucr and cooler the wind became 
until a gust came whistling up into my 
face telling me that I had reached the 
top. As I went on, I found myself at 
the edge of a canyon. I dismounted and 
walked over to the rim and sat down 
on a fallen tree. Although I had lived 
in this country for many months, I was 
still deeply impressed by this sight. The 
canyon rolled out before me and rose 
up on the other side about a quarter 
mile away. 

To my left the canyon carved its way 
further into the mountains, where it 
met the winter snow. Although the 
wind was humming in my ears, I could 
still hear, in the distance, the small 
rapid river making its way downward 
from the snow fields. I looked to my 
right where the Big Horn Valley lay 
hidden in the morning mist. 

It’s hard to explain the feeling I had 
standing there all alone. Everything 
was so small and minute, yet there was 
a feeling of bigness. I felt as though I 


were on top of the world with every- 
thing at my feet, and yet I must admit 
that I was on just a hill among colossal 
mountains. 

I looked up into the sky and saw 
downy clouds flow by, just scraping the 
very tops of the trees. They reminded 
me of the time, as a small boy, when I 
used to lie on my back and watch the 
clouds go by and imagine that the 
world was traveling through space at a 
terrific speed. The redolent pine trees 
reminded me of Christmas time when 
we brought in the tree from the cold 
outdoors. Its smell was clean and fresh, 
just like the forest with these pines. 

I don’t know how long I sat there 
absorbing all this, but something broke 
my dream, and I realized that it was 
time to move on. I walked back to 


where I had tied my horse and mounted 
him. I turned his head toward the val- 
ley and touched him firmly with my 
spurs. I was hesitant about leaving the 
spot, but it was getting late and the 
afternoon chores had to be done. As I 
rode down the mountain, I stood up in 
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AWARD—ESSAY 


the saddle and looked back, trying to 
keep the picture of the scene I was 
leaving fresh in my mind. 

Although I was a little depressed, I 
felt as though I had a chauged outlook 
toward life and things in general. It 
was as though I had walked into a new 
world where everything was peaceful 
and serene. As I leaned back in the sad- 
dle, I thought how wonderful it would 
be if everyone could respond to some 
simple thing in life. A sunset, a thunder- 
storm, or even a leaf can make people 
forget troubles. I thought of all the 
people in the world who haven't seen 
sunsets and of still others who have 
seen them without appreciating their 
full beauty. Why not? A sunset is free. 
You don't have to pay a cent to per- 
ceive many of God’s creations. 

Once again I looked back, trying to 
atch a glimpse before I was too far 
from the rim of the canyon. It was 
gone now, but hidden only by space 
and time. I touched the flanks of the 
horse, and once again I felt the warm 
breezes coming from the valley. 





Award, Illustration, Gp. ll, by Stephanie Eldridge, North Phoenix High School, Phoenix, Arizona. 


MAY, 1955 








He was at the line-up for the kick-off—for the first time 


Great to Be Back 


By Richard Jaeger, 18 
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AWARD—SHORT STORY 


S I opened the whining old door to 

the locker room, a blast of air smell- 
ing of sweaty, grass-stained uniforms 
seemed to swallow me up. The guys 
were all in the process of putting on 
parts of their pads, cleaning their shoes 
or painting their feet with “Tuf Skin.” 

It was the day of our first football 
game in the season. For me, it was the 
first time I had ever started a Varsity 
game. Most of the other guys had 
played last year and gotten some ex- 
perience, but I had missed the last sea- 
son because of an injury. Everything 
was a first for me, and a steady, bounc- 
ing push inside my stomach kept telling 
me so. 

“Ready to go, fellas?” I said, trying 
to sound calm and unworried. 

A slur of “Yeps” and “Yeahs” came 
from all parts of the room as the boys 
wandered around looking for a lost sock 
or missing shirt. I hopped over a mess 
of equipment in the middle of the grey 
Hoor and squeezed between the drying 
rack and helmet stand to get to my 
locker. 

“Hey, Terry,” I called. “How’s your 
knee?” 

He stuck his head out from under 
his half-on jersey. “Good enough to run 
a lot of plays,” he said, grinning. 

“You don’t mean you want me to call 
your plays a lot today, do you?” I said 
with a big question mark on my face. 

“Oh. no,” he said with a smile and 
stuck his head back into- his jersey. 

I opened my locker. The handle was 
nice and cold in my sweaty palm. I 
rubbed my thumb up and down, trying 
to polish off the mist. My stomach was 
still jumping around, and I kept yawn- 
ing and stretching to stop the tightness 
in my body. When I had dressed and 
struggled into my tight blue and white 


jersey, I went over to the table to get 
my ankles taped. 

“How do you feel?” Coach asked as 
he began to wind the tape around my 


ankle. 


Kinda Nervous 


at eS “Kinda 
though.” 

“You'll get over it,” he said. “Every 
boy in here is shaking like a leaf. After 
the first play, you'll all forget it.” 

The tape felt good around my ankles 
and gave them tight support. It pulled 
at the hair on my legs when I walked 
away from the table, making them sting 
for the first few steps. I put my shoes 
on, grabbed my helmet from the 
scarred old rack and followed the rest 
of the team out. The hall filled with the 
click-click of cleated shoes as we 
walked down around the corner and 
into the part of the hall where Coach 
always has us sit until game time. 
Everyone plunked down against a wall 
and waited for Coach. We knew we 
had a job to do, and we sat there in 
silence, just thinking and feeling ner- 
vous. The quiet seemed just right. It 
let everyone make a little shell around 
himself and think about the game and 
what he must do and not forget. 

I kept thinking about plays—what play 
to call when, and how to use the plays 
so they would work best. Pictures of 
what I wanted the game to be like kept 


said. nervous, 
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coming to my mind. Then a whole slew 
of the bad things that could happen 
would push the good ones away and 
start me worrying about new things. 
What if the end got behind me on a 
pass? How could I recognize the de- 
fense fast enough to change the play 
on the line? Man! There was too much 
to think about. 

At last, a figure flicked across the 
path of light in a window and brought 
me out of this jumbled mess, It was 
Coach, coming down the hall. All the 
little managers trailed him, carrying 
buckets, ball bags and first-aid kits. 

“I hope you guys are gonna do a job 
today,” he said. “These guys are small 
but they're tough, and none of ’em are 
gonna lie down for you. You gotta 
block and teckle. If I see any of you in 
there fussing around, I'll get another 
man in there as fast as I can. Now we 
can win this game if we play ball. Let’s 
go.” 

The team rose up with a burst of 
shouts and yells. “Come on, what d’ ya 
say?” “Let’s go!” “Rock ‘em back!” 
“Here we go!” We crashed out through 
the door and ran toward the field. The 
ground heaved and throbbed with the 
weight of the running team. I couldn't 
wait till we got to the field. The funny 
feeling in my stomach seemed to be 
going down. 


They Hit Hard 


Once out there, everything went’ by 
fast, and before I knew it the game 
was under way. The other team wasn’t 
so big, but they hit hard. On the first 
play from scrimmage, we fumbled, and 
one of their men picked up the loose 
ball and shot around the right side of 
the field into the end zone. It hap- 
pened so fast that no one knew what 
was coming off. We trudged back to 
the goal line to try and stop the extra 
point. I looked over at the bench 
jammed with cheerleaders and faces 
mingled with orange and blue stream- 
ers. 

“Come on, block the point,” they 
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were yelling. “Don’t worry about it. 
Just play ball and get ’em.” 

Everyone on the team must have 
heard them yelling because we swarmed 
in and smeared them before they got 
the play off. That was all we needed. 
We took the kick-off and marched right 
down the field. Calling the plays wasn't 
so bad. It was fun to try to outsmart 
the defense. Our backs would smile and 
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grit their teeth when I called a play, 
and the line would charge out of the 
huddle with a yell that must have made 
the other team shudder a little. On the 
line, I kept looking into the faces of the 
other team. They all stared at me or 
hollered out what they thought the play 
would be. One guy with mud on his 
nose and a bloody lip shifted around 
every time to mix up the linemen. He 


gave me a pain in the neck with his 
wise-guy voice yelling out “Flanker” 
or “Watch da pass.” I felt like butting 
my head into his stomach to shut him 
up. Their team got muddier and mud 
dier as we pushed up and down the 
field, and after our third touchdown in 
the half, they really looked shot. There 
were no more tough remarks. Most of 
them were too busy spitting mud out 
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of their mouths and wiping dirty sweat 
out of their eyes. 

The half ended, 21 to 6 in our favor. 
We trotted off the field and into the 
hall determined to finish them off in 
the second half. All my tightness was 
gone, and my stomach was feeling hun- 
gry instead of jumpy. For the first time 
I noticed myself. There was dirt all 
over my arms, and when I tried to 
brush it off, it smeared with the sweat 
and formed streaks up and down my 
arms. It felt good being dirty. It gave 
me an itchy feeling that made me look 
forward to getting back on the field. 
My shins began to sting. I hadn't no- 
ticed until now that my knee pads had 
rubbed away the skin and left it raw 
and full of runny sweat. It felt good to 
sit down and rest. The stiffness and 
nervousness had gone away, and I real- 
ly felt like playing hard. 


Between Halves 


Coach came in off the field trailed 
by the little crew of managers carrying 
the same pails and kits, now dirty and 
broken in for the season. The managers 
passed around wet towels to wipe our 
faces. Pete flipped his across to me, 
spraying water all over. I plunged my 
into the cool towel and let the 
water run neck in tickling 
little streams. It really felt cool. Some- 
one tripped over my big feet and 
brought me out of the towel. It was a 


face 
down my 


manager with some chunks of oranges 
to suck on. I grabbed one and crammed 
it into my mouth. It felt nice and juicy 
and got the pasty feeling out of my 
mouth, 

After | had chewed a couple of these 
and winged them into the old waste 
basket, Coach pulled his big, smelly 
cigar out of his mouth and began to 
talk. “There’s not Just 
keep hitting hard and don’t start loafing 
because vou re ahead. These guys could 
get a few breaks and be right back in 
the ball game. If you take it over once 


much to say. 


more, I'll give the second team a chance 
to play, so what do you say? Do a job 
in there and wrap this baby up.” He 
stuck the back in his mouth, 
stretched his neck against his tight col 
the field. 


This Is Great! 


We jumped up and out the door after 
him. I didn't see why 


cigal 


lar and started back for 


| had ever been 
nervous. I felt great and loved to be in 
there with the rest of the guys, banging 
around and taking the ups and downs 
with them. 

“This is the greatest,” I said to myself 
as I ran back onto the field covered 
with scrambling little kids and pieces 
of orange and blue crepe paper. “It’s 
great to be back.” 
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It’s a long time between dates 
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AWARD—SHORT SHORT STORY 


T’S the Burgie Music Box. The familiar 

theme tinkles out across the 
room. That means it’s 7:30. Any minute 
now I will hear his tuneless whistle as 
he comes up the walk to the porch. He 
won't ring the doorbell; he never rings 
the doorbell. He always knocks on the 
screen door and makes it rattle, because 
the weather has warped it so it doesn’t 
fit in the doorway straight. Then I will 
go to the door and let him in and he 
will say hi honey I missed you and I 
will say hello I missed you too. Then 
he will walk into the kitchen and talk 
to my mother and she will tell him the 
latest joke and ask how school is while 
I get my nice tan coat. Then he will 


song 


say are you ready and I will say yes I 
am let’s go. Then we walk out to the 
porch and the screen door squeaks in 
protest and bangs unevenly against the 
doorsill. We walk out the unpainted 
picket gate to his nice little maroon and 


cream car. He opens the door for me, 
and I get in but only to move half-way 
over the seat, so my feet are on the 
hump on the floor; and I am close to 
him. 

We are driving along the street now, 
the motor humming contentedly, and 
my two hands, one tucked under his 
arm and the other lying on top, feeling 
the familiar firm tangible arm unde 
neath, and he looks down at me and 
says hi honey and I say well hi you 
self, seven days sure is a long time, 
isn’t it. 

Yes, it is, I sure don’t like this old 
business of being away from you. 

We find a parking place a block from 
the show. western; he 
likes westerns. They have a lot of action 
he says, a lot of shooting and noise. 
The name of the show is Vera Cruz 
and as we sit there watching Gary 
Cooper and Burt Lancaster, I become 
aware of his watching me. I turn to 
face him and he says hi stranger and 
[ say ha ha very funny hi stranger your 
self, and he squeezes my hand. 

After the show we go get a Coke, 
and Ed and Sharon are there and they 
say hi and we say hi back to them. 
They come over and sit down at our 


The show’s a 
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booth and start to talk and we finish 
our Cokes. 

For a minute Sharon and I go to 
powder our noses and she gives me the 
look familiar to powder rooms that says 
tell me the secrets of your heart and 
I have a right to know because we 
stand here together combing our hair 
She wants to know: 

Are you guys serious? 

Oh, do you have to ask, you pretty 
girl in your blue dress sporting your 
two month’s old engagement ring and 
you are already sure and you and Ed 
already have decided and I don’t know 
and... 

I don’t know I say. She knows I don’t 
want to say any more so she doesn't 
suggest it. Then we go back and he 


says hello stinker let’s go and I say 
okay. 

Then we drive right past the road 
to my house and finally are stopped and 
he kisses me and I can’t think straight 
and then he says I like you, because we 
have decided not to say love until later 
because he is only a freshman in college 
and I am still in high school and we 
are too young but it is just a gesture 
because I want to tell him and I say 
that and he says yes I know. He knows, 
he always knows, just exactly what | 
mean. 

Then we are home and he says good- 
night honey I like you and I'll see you 
next week end and | say I wish you 
wouldn't go because I miss you so 
much. He says yes and you write me 
letters and I say okay and you write 
to me too. 

Tune in tomorrow night and every 
night for the Burgie Music Box the man 
on the radio says and the theme song 
tinkles out again. What have I been 
doing sitting here daydreaming instead 
of doing my Chemistry because he is 
lying dead in some other part of the 
world because two countries get mad at 
each other and he was eighteen. I can’t 
see my Chemistry equations my eves 
are wet and I hate wars and I love him 
and I miss him and will never get to 


tell him. 
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The Thesaurus 


YEAR ago I read in William Allen 

White’s autobiography that “the 
thesaurus is the writer’s good man Fri- 
day—a wonder book of words.” Failing 
to realize that William Allen White was 
probably being paid a delightful little 
royalty by the thesaurus companies (if 
he isn’t he should be), I put on my 
lensless glasses, pulled my hair into a 
severe knot, assumed an air of deep 
concentration (this doesn’t always 
make people think I'm a writer, but it 
makes me think they think I'm a writer) 
and went to a book store. I said, “I 
need a thesaurus.” 

The clerk said, “A WHAT?” 

I gave my most crushing “anyone 
who IS anyone knows what a thesaurus 
is” look. I glanced at my watch to indi 
cate what a busy person I was, ad- 
justed my spectacles, and asked for the 
manager. At that this brash clerk simply 
walked away and left me standing there 
—thesaurusless. I took my 
another store. 

A clerk advanced, rubbing his hands, 
eyeing me greedily, and said, “May | 
help you?” (He was the original type.) 

I said, “I would like a thesaurus,” 
and smiled a wicked “you don’t know 
what a thesaurus is, do you?” smile. 

He smiled a wickeder “oh, yes I DO 
know what a thesaurus is” smile, and 
said suavely, “Do you prefer Roget's?” 

“No, I don’t want a Roget's, I want a 
thesaurus.” I didn’t like this man; he 
was making me feel inferior. 

“Hmmmm! Of course.” He smirked 
a sardonic little smirk and led me to a 
shelf filled with THESAURUSE? 
THESAURUSES? THESAURUSEUS? 
(Oh well.) 

I said, “My goodness, you don’t sell 
many of these things, do you?” 

He wiped a two-inch film of dust 
from the shelf, sneezed, and said, “We 
just received this new shipment today.” 

I asked, “How much is it?” 


business to 


He mumbled, “Fvedllrs, but—think of 
it, the writer’s good man Fri—” 
I interrupted. “I've got only fom 


dollars and fif—” 

“SOLD!” he shouted. Dust flew and 
we both sneezed. 

And now I have my thesaurus. The 
synonyms are there, all right. But by 
the time the writer finds his word in 
the index, searches for his number, and 
reads through a five-hundred word list, 
he is ready to shelve his “good man Fri- 
dav” in favor of a nice long walk. 
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T was a hot mid-summer day on the 

plains of West Texas. The faded, red 
sand shifted restlessly with the wind. 
The sky was a hot blue and Jay Howell 
his eyes red from crying, sat in the 
shade of the green cottonwood hyp- 
notically watching the mesquite tree 
bending stiffly in the breeze. Occasion- 
ally he got up and walked to the edge 
of the road in hopes of seeing Doc 
Turnbolt’s. buggy approaching. The 
road was always clear and he could 
see for miles. Then he would return 
to the shade and sit down. 

In the yard the flowers were in full 
bloom, nurtured by loving care and 
an abundance. of life-giving water. 
Large beds bordered by California 
poppies gave a vivid contrast of color. 
Honey bees moved greedily in and out 
of the blossoms. A tall windmill, partly 
covered by tightly closed morning- 
glories and sweet-scented honey-suckle, 
squeaked its approval of the ice cold 
trickle of water which found its way 
out of the spout into a barrel. A mock- 
ing bird resting on a high branch 
severed the mid-day calm with his 
shrill mimicking. Now and then a hen 
would begin a joyous cackle and others 
would join her; then all would be peace- 
ful again. 
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Mr. Howell, a tall man with a long 
beard, emerged from the house into 
the hot sun. He glanced disappointedly 
at the empty sky and called his son. 

“Jay, hitch up the team and go 
fetch Mrs. Martindale quick. Tell her 
your mama is awful sick and she needs 
some quinine bad.” 

“Is she gonna’ get well, Dad? Is she?” 

“’Course she is. Now don’t you 
worry your head none. Just run along 
bring Mrs. Martindale home with ya.” 

“But the doctor, ain't he a comin’?” 

“I don’t know, Son, I don’t know.” 

Without another word Jay ran to the 
barn and got the horses. In a few 
minutes they were hitched to the wagon 
and he was taking his place on the 
seat. He looked toward the yard and 
watched his father disappear into the 
house, then shook the reins. 

The road to the Martindale farm 
was long and narrow, hardly more 
than a trail. During the long, dry win- 
ter the ruts would be clearly outlined 


By Pat Swanson, 17 


Newton (Kan.) H. S. 
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AWARD—SHORT STORY 


as they stretched across the prairie, 
but through the growing season, grass 
would engulf and camouflage them. 
Jay had ridden many times with his 
father over the uneven road but this 
was the first time he had driven it 
alone. All his senses seemed to tighten 
within him and he searched the ground 
intensely as the wagon advanced. 

It was mid-afternoon when he turned 
from the grassy road into the tree- 
lined lane that led a mile-and-a-half 
to the Martindale’s. A rattlesnake coiled 
excitedly, warning the oncomers. The 
horses shied, nearly tipping over the 
wagon. Working with precise swiftness 
Jay pulled them up, tied the reins 
tightly to the seat and jumped down. 
He picked up a smooth, flat rock and 
with practiced aim hit the deadly snake 
squarely. Then grabbing a sturdy limb 
he went cautiously forward. Blow after 
blow he laid upon the slithering reptile 
until confident that it was dead. 

Unable to control the nervous ani- 
mals, now he led them the rest of 
the way. 

As he walked into the cool, green 
yard, a large dog ran playfully out 
to greet him. He tied the horses to 
a makeshift hitching post and set out 
with determined steps toward the door. 

“Well, Jay, honey, what yo doin’ 
hea’?” a smiling voice called. 

Jay ran to the old colored lady who 
advanced around the edge of the house 
and hugged her tightly around the 
middle. 

She wore a faded sunbonnet that 
shaded her wrinkled features. Kinky 
gray hair protruded from under the 
bonnet and she carried a basket with 
fresh okra, tomatoes, hot peppers and 
green onions in it. 

“Where’s Missus Martindale, Fanny? 
I gotta see her quick!” 

“Why, she’s in the house, chile.” 

Giving her another quick squeeze 
Jay ran swiftly to the back door and 





He didn’t understand—but he was afraid 


with a worried look Fanny turned to 
follow. 

Ollie Martindale was a small middle- 
aged woman with gray hair. The deep 
lines of her face and coarseness of her 
hands told in few words of the hard 
life she had lived. Yet there was a 
gentle refinement about her. Years of 
work from dawn to dusk had bent her 
body a little but had not altered her 
vivacious energy or desire for accom- 
plishment. 

Ollie glanced up from her churning 
as Jay ran into the room. Her deep 
blue eyes showed astonishment at see- 
ing him, and the boy unknowingly 
looked upon a woman of fragrant, sim- 
ple beauty. 

“Missus Martindale, my mama _ is 
awful sick. Won't you please come, 
ma’am?” 

Ollie dropped the churn stick and 
gave a sudden start. The look of fear 
that shot through her tired, pale face 
was accentuated by her rigid, death- 
like pose. When one called upon a 
neighbor for help in this country in 
time of sickness it was serious. Neigh- 
bors were few and far between and 
the usual ailments could be cured with 
trusted home remedies. 

“And Dad said bring some quinine 
if you have it.” 

At these last words Fanny came 
breathlessly up the back stairs and 
through the door. A dreading look 
passed between the two women. 

“The fever,” Fanny muttered huski- 
ly. 

Ollie rose, taking off her apron, and 
moved quickly toward the door, giv- 
ing instructions all the while. 

“Jay, help yourself to some milk 
while we get ready and there’s some 
biscuits from dinner in the oven. Fanny, 
you get the quinine and whatever else 
you think necessary and I'll go tell 
Paul that we're leaving.” 

Jay did as told and ate rapidly, talk- 
ing to Fanny about his mother’s ill- 
ness as she moved from room to room. 
The wrinkles on her face deepened and 
she leaned over and clutched his arm 
tightly as she questioned him. 

“How long you’ mammy bin sick, 
chile?” 

“Dad's did all the cookin’ for three 
days and Mama, she won't eat nothin’. 
She gets real cold and then real hot,” 
Jay replied. 

Just then Paul Martindale and Ollie 
came around the barn with their team 
and wagon and Jay and Fanny went 
out to meet them. 

“You drive my team back, Jay,” Paul 
said. “Yours are all played out from the 
trip over here.” 

Jay got behind the reins as Paul had 


indicated and Ollie and Fanny climbed 
in beside him. As they moved out of the 
yard in the hot afternoon, they could 
hear the faint song of the mocking bird 
echoing after them. 

When the weary group reached their 
destination, the sun had set, leaving 
only paling tints of scarlet on distant 
heavy clouds. Darkness had almost won 
its battle over light. The whole atmos- 
phere had begun to cool and the sweet 
scent of honeysuckle and jasmine 
floated in the air. A locust sang his 
monotonous melody to the unlistening 
world; while in the distance the mourn- 
ing dove gave his sad call. 

Jay did not apprehend the predom- 
inant feeling of uneasiness the moment 
they entered the house. His lack of 
comprehension did not, however, ease 
the emotional tension that pressed his 
questioning brain. He had tried to 
understand his father’s explanation to 
Ollie Martindale and Fanny but could 
only feel the sadness of his father’s 
tears. The world was flashing around 
him full of activity, sorrow and pity, 
and he could grasp none of it. 

“My mama is sick” was the extent of 
his knowledge. His father’s trembling 
hand and drawn face meant nothing 
but a feeling of fear, and Fanny’s un- 
intelligible mumbling and Ollie’s fre- 
quent prayers brought only confusion. 
He was not allowed to see his mother 
but had to sit for a long period of time 
alone in the kitchen listening to the 
soft voices in the sickroom and the 
crickets outside. 

Once during the loneliness of late 
evening, Fanny came into the kitchen 
and fixed Jay his supper. The boy was 
hungry and ate heartily. The old woman 
seemed pleased at this and sat down 
to keep him company. 

“Fanny, tell me a story, please,” Jay 
asked as he laid his head wearily in 
his arms. 

“Well, what do you want old Fanny 
to tell bout, honey?” 

“Tell me about you.” 

Fanny’s life had always been one 
of great interest to Jay and though 
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he had heard her story many times, it 
never grew old. 

“Well, sugar, when I was a little 
chile like you I was one of de many 
black folks dat belong to Mr. Paul 
Martindale’s father. After de big war 
and de emancipation I stayed on dat 
plantation till I was de only colored 
person left dere. Den when Mr. Paul 
married Miss Ollie and moved hea’, me 
and ole Mist’ Martindale up and come 
with ‘em. But dis dry weather hea’ was 
just too much fo’ de poor old master.” 

“And the life on the 
Fanny?” 

The stories the great dark figure told 
the youth as they sat motionless in 
the clean-smelling kitchen were not of 
her life as a slave, for in her own eyes 
she had never been in bondage. In- 
stead she told of the cool autumn eve- 
nings after a hard days work; of how 
the Negroes would gather, their muscles 
aching, on the massive lawn of the 
Martindale plantation. They would sit 
in the waxing darkness and listen to 
the singing birds or hum softly one of 
their favorite spirituals. She told of the 
songs, the great songs, the dark figures 
would sing when suddenly the hum- 
ming of one of their companions would 
touch their souls. Without words, with- 
out set rhythm, they would sing and 
move the hearts of those about them. 
These were the things Fanny remem- 
bered. The ache and pain of life were 
gone; only the pleasantness of it all 
seemed to linger. She remembered the 
beauty of the setting sun but not the 
disappointment of the early dawn. She 
could not feel the hot dryness of the 
scorching heat in the cotton field, only 
the cool, sweet, soothing taste of the 
watermelon in the evening. And it was 
of these things she told Jay. 

Fanny talked for a long while to the 
tired little creature who sat helpless 
before her. As she talked she became 
hardly conscious of what she was say- 
ing. Her eyes were focused only on the 
darkness. When finally she noticed that 
her words amounted to no more than 
an inarticulate mumble, she turned 
quickly to revive the child’s interest, 
only to find that he was asleep. She 
rose quietly and tip-toed to the door- 
way. Hesitating, she turned and looked 
at the boy fast asleep at the kitchen 
table, and, then, her heart full of pity, 
walked away. 

On the table serving as the only 
light in the room, a candle sat. Its 
radiant little glow was pure and pro- 
duced an almost sacred effect in the 
pressing darkness. The scope of this 
small light included only the top of 
the clean wooden table and the figure 
of a sleeping child. Occasionally from 
the dense blackness that framed this 
little scene a moth would enter the 
light, fly close around the flame, and 
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soar up again into the shadows. Soon 
it would return, repeating these swift 
maneuvers and then again disappearing. 
But always it returned. It was as if 
the moth tried desperately to escape the 
devastating effects that the light would 
play upon it; but something greater 
than itself drove it on, soaring into the 
brightness, skimming the flame. Each 
new approach brought its small winged 
body closer to the searing flame until 
at last the battle was lost. The moth 
hit the fire and fluttered frantically into 
the air. Almost instantaneously it re- 
turned to fight the light and fall without 
hope, without energy, to die on the 
table top. 

Near the edge of the tiny circle of 
light Fanny appeared. She shook Jay. 

“Honey, wake up! You’ mammy 
wants to see you.” He sat up, rubbed 
his eyes sleepily, then taking Fanny's 
hand, he followed her into his mother’s 
room. 

At the sight of his mother lying 
white and motionless on the large 
home-made bed, Jay was filled with 
anxiety. Her sharp blue eyes were fixed 
in a trance. They seemed weak but 
at last without pain. His father led 
him awkwardly to Mrs. Howell’s bed- 
side. Mrs. Martindale gently turned 
the woman’s head so that she might see 
her son. It was then that Jay saw his 
mother’s faint, tender smile and _ his 
fear left him. She feebly raised her 
hand and pushed a straggling piece of 
straw blond hair off his forehead. It 
felt hot and thin on Jay's rigid face. 
The people about were like statues, 
silent with sad eyes. 

In a voice no more than a whisper, 
Mrs. Howell said, “Jay, go wash your 
face, then come back and kiss Mommy.” 

“All right, ma’m,” he answered and 
turned to go, not noticing the hot tears 
welling up in her eyes. 

It was only a matter of minutes until 
he had done as directed and was climb- 
ing upon his mother’s bed. He placed 
a long, sound kiss on her pale cheek 
and with an effort she held him close 
for just a moment. Then with a sigh 
she sank back to the pillow and closed 
her eyes. 

Fanny quickly lifted him down from 
the high bed and anxiously examined 
his mother. Instantly he noticed a 
change in those about him. His father 
was sitting stern-faced staring with a 
look of complete helplessness off into 
space. Mrs. Martindale and Fanny be- 
gan weeping quietly, their bodies 
shaking. His mother lay without move- 
ment. Jay stood looking at the scene, 
desperately trying to catch the signifi- 
cance. He felt a sudden loss, a great 
loss, and he began to cry and won- 
dered why Doc Turnbolt had not come. 


Twelve pairs of eyes fastened on her in wide-eyed astonishment 


By Beverly Hatfield, 20 
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Tucson, Ariz. 
Teacher, Bill Jeffries 
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yYLLEN leaned her round cheek 
against the warm rail fence sur- 
rounding the small school yard, and 
her dark eyes drifted slowly and 
dreamily down the country road, brown 
and rutted, that led away from the 
school gate, until they reached the 
bend where the little road met the 
shining arch of sky—and disappeared. 
A giddy young wind bounced up the 
road pushing tiny spirals of dust ahead 
of it. The little girl lifted her small nose 
to the wind like a puppy, sniffing the 
tangled scent of apple blossoms, breath- 
ing the sweetness deep into every part 
of her small self. The voices of the 
other children rose and fell around her, 
shrill and breathless with the excite- 
ment of their game, a game in which 
she had no desire to join. 

She turned her head slowly away 
from the sunny road and looked at the 
school-house door. It was still closed 
against the spring morning. Her fingers 
tightened over the rough wood of the 
fence. Any minute, she knew, Miss 
Weedeen, the third grade _ teacher, 
would come out of the door. A picture 
formed in her mind of Miss Weedeen 
as she always looked when she ended 
recess, her cold, narrow eyes which 
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when resting on Ellen made her feel 
small and shapeless, the wrinkles of 
determination framing the sharp-cor- 
nered face, the straight thin stretch 
of a smile—the smile, Ellen always 
thought, of satisfaction—as she raised 
her arm to ring the bell. 


‘Tae last happy spurts of laughter 
would hang a moment on the air before 
dying in the forced hush that always 
followed the appearance of Miss 
Weedeen. Two straight lines would 
form quickly in front of the school 
room door, and under the darting eyes 
of the teacher the children would march 
solemnly into the building. They would 
hear her shut the door behind them, 
firmly shutting out the sweetness of 
the day, leaving them surrounded by 
the smell of chalk—and gloom. 

“Ellen, my child!” The nasal voice 
above cut into her thoughts like a 
quick knife! It seemed to shatter the 
soft perfection of the day into a million 
pieces. 

“Day-dreaming, aren't you, Ellen?” 
said Miss Weedeen, running her long 
pale fingers over the smooth surface 
of the bell in her hand. 

“No, Miss Weedeen.” 

The fence felt hard and cold against 
her back. 

“Why aren't you playing with the 
other children, my dear?” Ellen al- 
ways hated the way she said, “my 
dear,” as if she were eating something 
sour. 

“You must not keep to yourself so 
much, my dear; you must learn to 
join in the games.” 

Ellen scuffed the toe of her shoe un- 
easily in the gravel. She didn’t mind 
at all being by herself. There were 
so many things to think about. When 
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she did try to play games with the 
other children, it seemed that she was 
never able to do the right thing. She 
tried hard—too hard, but she could 
never run as fast as the others or her 
short, sturdy legs would suddenly begin 
to behave very strangely, taking her 
anywhere but where she wanted to go. 
The children were friendly to her, but 
usually didn’t ask her to join their 
games, and she didn’t mind, especially 
on such a beautiful day. 

Miss Weedeen gave her a_ sharp 
look, then moved away. Ellen watched 
her steady progress across to the op- 

site side of the school yard, saw 
her stop in front of the old paint-worn 
i v.vy in the far corner to smooth back 
an invisible lock of hair, the bell flash- 
ing silver as she raised her hand. Then 
she opened the privy door, stepped in- 
side, and slowly pulled the door shut 
behind her on its rusty hinges. 

The little girl turned her eyes back 
to the road. High in the sky above it 
a hawk was lazily riding the wind in 
circles. As she watched, it drifted slowly 
out of view beyond the bend of the 
road, She moved until her eyes again 
fell on the brown door of the privy. 
Deep in her mind an idea was forming, 
slowly at first-then with a quickened 
pace. The thought made her knees 
feel suddenly weak under her, and she 
felt a strange tingling sensation in her 
chest, and she reached out for the 
support of the fence. 

A feathery puff of wind brushed 
her cheek, and as suddenly as it had 
come, the weakness in her knees left, 
and she felt strong—stronger than she 
had ever felt before, and full of pur- 
pose! With sure steady steps she 
crossed the yard, feeling the wind’s 
soft encouraging nudges against her 
back. 
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She hesitated a moment before the 
privy door, but only a moment; then, 
with heart beating furiously against her 
ribs, she reached up, and with fingers 
trembling and cold with excitement, 
slipped the lock quietly into place. 

She pulled her hand back quickly 
as if afraid of a burn, and turning to 
face the school yard again, found twelve 
pairs of eyes fastened on her in wide- 
eyed astonishment! She felt panic rising 
in her to find so many had witnessed 
the deed! She longed to run, but she 
only stood and looked back at them; 
and as she looked, she became aware 
that there was something else besides 
astonishment in the eyes of the chil- 
dren as they looked at her, something 
she had never seen there before. Ellen 
could not have found words for it, 
but what she saw in those eyes was 
admiration, pure respect and admira- 
tion. 

She glanced at the privy door again, 
closed and locked tightly, and she felt 
as light and glad as the small wind 
that played about her. She moved her 
head until she could see the road. The 
sun was shining warmly on the brown 
dust, and it seemed to be calling to 
her! She thought of the hawk which 
had disappeared around the bend, and 
she looked again at the other children, 
still silent before her. 

“We're going down the road,” she 
announced simply, and the children 
understood perfectly. 


‘Te sun felt like a warm hand on 
her head. She pushed out her chest, 
and took a deliciously deep breath, al- 
lowing the new sense of power to fill 
every part of her being. Throwing 
back her shoulders, and without a back- 
ward glance, she marched with firm, 





Award for Group ll, by 
Paula Eleanor Vutano, 17, Prospect 
Heights High School, Brooklyn, New York. 
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steady steps across the yard, and the 
others followed unhesitantly. 

She was a general leading an army! 
She was complete master of a situation! 
She had come into her own! The latch 
on the gate yielded easily under he: 
eager fingers, and with one swift move, 
she swung it wide! 

The dust felt soft and warm beneath 
their feet as the children started down 
the road, and the scent of apple blos- 
soms drifted all around them. The sound 
ot laughter floated back on the wind 
as they rounded the bend in the road, 
and were lost from view. 

High in the sky a hawk soared grace- 
fully, and in the school yard there 
was silence, broken only by the slow 
creaking of the open gate as the wind 
touched it, and the pounding on the 
privy door. 
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Place in Show, Transparent Water Color, Gp. Il, Jerry Cross, 17, 
Will Rogers High School, Tulsa, Okla. First shown, John A. Brown Co. 


1955 Art Awards 


Place in Show, Colored Drawing Ink, Gp. Il, by Barbara 
Haley, 17, Woodlawn H. S., Birmingham, Alabama. 
First shown, Loveman’s Regional Exhibit, Birmingham, 


Place in Show, Mixed Media, Gp. ll, Ted Lei- 
bovitz, Glenville H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. First 
shown at The Halle Bros. Company Regional. 


Award, Opaque Water Color, Gp. Il, Phyllis 
Novins, Los Angeles (Calif.) High School. 
First shown, Bullock’s, Los Angeles, Calif. 
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Award, Prints, Gp. Il, Robert Bye, 
Lane Technical High School, Chicago, 
Illinois. First shown, Chicago Ameri- 
can and The Fair Regional Exhibit. 













Place in Show, Oils, Gp. Il, ‘The Four Fishermen,” by Dean Drahos, 17, 
John Marshall High School, Cleveland, Ohio. First shown, Halle Bros. 






@ On these pages—and throughout this issue—we 
present selections from the 1955 Scholastic Art 
Awards. Our selections are made from the 1,475 art 
pieces which won “a place in the show” in the 28th 
National High School Art Exhibition at Carnegie 
Institute in Pittsburgh, Pa. (May 6—May 31). A 
total of 466 of these also received Awards ($25 
each). Over 100 seniors won tuition scholarships 
to art schools and colleges on the basis of their 
portfolios. In all, 170,000 art pieces were entered 
in the 1955 Art Awards. About 32,000 of these 


were exhibited in regional shows throughout the Award, Charcoal Drawing, Gp. I, Bruce 
country. Regional winners (and entries from non- Lane, 14, Hubert Howe Bancroft Junior 
High School, Los Angeles, California. 
First shown at Bullock’s Regional. 


sponsored areas) were sent to Carnegie Institute for 
final judging. The complete list of winners in the 
Art Awards is published in Part II of the Teacher 
Edition of this issue of Literary Cavalcade. 





Place in Show, Ceramics, Gp. Il, Wayne 
Hall, J. Sterling Morton H. S., Cicero, 
il. First shown, Wieboldt’s Regional. 





Award, Prints, Gp. ll, Ross Sullenberger, Cass Technical High School, 
Detroit, Michigan. First shown, Crowley's and Detroit News Regional. 











Award, Mixed Media, Gp. |, by Ronald Sours, Ernest Parker 
Jr. High School, Ft. Worth, Texas, First shown, Stripling’s. 


Award, Lead Pencil Drawing, Gp. Il, by Mariah E. Imberman, 
Hinsdale (Ill.) Twp. High School, First shown, Wieboldt’s. 


Award, Mixed Media, Gp. 
ll, by Laura Burroughs, 
John Burroughs School, 
Clayton, Mo. Shown, Stix, 
Baer & Fuller Regional. 
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Award, Oil, Gp. Il, by Richard Bobby, Lincoln High 
School, Cleveland, Ohio. First shown, Halle Bros. Co. 
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Place in Show, Lead Pencil Drawing, Gp. II, by Mimi 
Hovsepian, School of Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. 
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THE EBONY LEOPARD 
THE | At night, when I’m asleep 


I see the ebony leopard 
Across the veldt, feeding 

In the shade of an Acacia 
Tree, and tiptoe or no 

Never quite can I see what 
He is eating. But each night 
There he is, sometimes under 
The Acacia tree or sometimes 
Just standing and staring, 
With eyes of green topaz, in 
My direction, 





Lately he has been coming 
Closer, padding slowly through 
The yellow grass, stopping 

To lower his head and flatten 
His ears and look. One of 
These nights, I suspect, he 
AND ONCE WHEN TIME WAS SKY Will be waiting, and someone 
Else will look across the 
Veldt, and stand on tiptoe 

To try and see. 








Selections from winning entries . . . 


Once when we were little 
With nothing to do but catch 
Grasshoppers and sit in the tall grass 


Watching a summer of long fire, Clark Whelton, 17 
We climbed up Indian Trail Weatherfield (Conn.) H. S. 
Until we were seven skies from anything, Teacher, Marjorie Windsor 


And sat a whole blue afternoon away 
Dreaming on the far-off smell of wilted sage 
And watching the river down below, 

No wider than a banjo string, 

Cut through ten million years of stone. 


Yesterday that empty, stripped-down 
Model-T might just as well have been 
A buffalo skull way down there 

So far away from time. 


How do you count time anyway? 


And we would count the time 

Through lips chokecherry stained— 
Twenty-five . . . thirty-five . . . forty-five 
That’s how long an eye can stare 
Straight at the sun and that’s how 

Long before a rock can hit the 

Bottom of a gully. 


How far is forever? How long before 
A poplar tree will burn itself into winter? 


And we would count them out 
By five and tens and the number 
Of chokecherries left in a pail. 


Once when we were little 

We sat a whole blue afternoon away 
Until the wildcat sun went down 
Clawing the west. And time was sky and sky and sky 





a r : ; nme aga Place in Show, Sculpture, Gp. li, by Linda 
And the flash of white on a magpie’s wing. Sebiniien, Sele Muaieahe Ut. %, iadea, tn. 
First shown, Stix, Baer & Fuller Regional. 

Penny Allred, 17 


Ogden (Utah) H. S. 
Teacher, W. R. Thornley 





\ward in Lead Pencil Drawing, Gp. Il, by Virginia 
Latady, Woodlawn High School, Birmingham, Ala. 
First shown, Loveman’s Regional, Birmingham. 


ILLUSION 


Descending slowly 

Down the marble staircase 

With balustrade of sculptured beauty, 
I was the most elegant lady 

In the world, 

Closing my eyes as | moved 
And smelling slightly 

The scent of lavender, 

Hearing faintly 

The music of Viennese violins 
Waltzing surely, swiftly, 

I swayed to their lilt 

Stepping gracefully 

With demure sophistication; 
Then reaching the polished floor 
I curtsied. 


The music stopped 

the lavender faded- 

And opening my eyes 

I found myself alone 

In the austere, critical audience 

Of eighteenth-century portraits 
Scrutinizing me with amused severity. 


Susan Joyce Baker, 16 
Gilbert School 

Winsted, Conn. 

Teacher, Katharine Morehardt 


A DIRGE NEAR VIAREGGIO* 


(*Italian town near which Shelley drowned) 


Carry the ashes, spread them far, 
Fling each wisp upon the sky, 
Let the voices of all songs 
Sing a dim and mournful cry 
For the coming wind has said; 
The Prince of Poetry is dead. 


Carry the ashes, spread them far 
To a place of endless seas, 

Let them linger with the clouds, 
Let them linger on the breeze— 

Let them ride its swirling head 

For the prince of winds is dead. 


Carry the ashes, spread them far, 
Spread the angel’s ashen mind 
On the cliffs across the waves, 
Leave it for a god to find 

Where the waterfowl may tread— 
The brother of the birds is dead. 


Carry the ashes, lift them wide— 

Where the highblown leaves have died; 

Lift them where the mountains roll 

High enough to touch his soul— 

Where do hang the desert skies 

Blue and boundless as his eyes; 

Where, within the treadless ways, 

Flowers grew to meet his gaze; 

Where the brooks and streamlets part: 
Snatch, pray snatch for me his heart! 
Gods, come hold this to your breast. . . . 


Carry the ashes, spread them far 

To the east and to the west, 
For a dying wind has said: 
The Prince of Poetry is dead, 


Robert Grudin, 16 
Red Bank (N. J.) H. S. 
Teacher, Margaret Thompson 
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It must be thus: Somewhere, an ugly man 

Weeps mortal tears, and bows a tired head, 

And looks askance, and smiles as best he can, 

And laughs the bitter laughter of the dead. 

“With malice towards none.” They have reversed his creed. 
With his own words, they exorcise his ghost. 

“With charity for all,” but not in deed. 

And this the time a nation needs him most— 

He wants to smile, and say, “They're only men, 
And fools have lived in both the North and South.” 
He lifts his head, and tries to laugh—but then 

The shameful tears are bitter in his mouth, 

And none to say, “You spiteful sons of men, 

You slew him once—must he be slain again?” 


Peter Beagle, 15 


Bronx (N. Y.) H. S. of Scic ice 
Teacher, Mollie Epstein 
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MEMORIES OF SAINT JOAN 


(Third of five poems) 


She loved no one in particular. She did not have 
the right to fall in love, she said. She would not 
say why. But every night she used to kneel and pray, 
and every night I lay in camp and heard her pray 
quietly (she did not know I heard), and I would wish 
} that she would pray for me some night as fiercely. I 
could not 
understand that she should pray for those who scorned 
her 


es 
ee 


Mae 


and yet deny her prayers to one who loved her. 
She was 
strange... 
beautiful with a fragile sort of beauty. I often 
thought of a slender white candle lifted against the 
darkness, burning 
throughout the night. And when the fire flickered 
and began 
to fail, when the dawn came and spread its golden 
light 
over the shattered ruins of her country I somehow knew 
her love 
was much too great for any man to bear. I did not 
understand her then and do not now, and yet I feel 
that if she might have loved 
one man above all others, that man would have been 
































me. 
William Searle, 17 
Shorewood (Wis.) H. S. 
Teacher, Carolyn Cremeens 
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Place in Show, Silk Screen Print, Gp. |, Larry 
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PROGRESS 


Roads are rolling, 

Cut down the trees, 
Chase away laughter, 
Break up the breeze. 


Bridges are spanning, 
Dam up the streams, 
Rip out wild roses, 
Drive away dreams. 


Streets are surging, 
Burn off the grass, 
Cover your pathways 
For railroads to pass. 


Cities are building, 

Lift up their domes, 

Houses are rising, 

Tear down your homes. .. . 


THE COLT 


Show-off, show-off, standin’ there 
lookin’ for somethin’ to do, 
see, there’s a plow horse passin’ by 


, 


watchin’ you out the corner of his eye. 
There you go! All the time I knew 

you'd trot to the fence, puttin’ on the air, 
and toss your head and buck and rear! 
While you gallop around, you're quite aware 
you're lookin’ chic and debonair! 


Dixie Harrington, 15 
Lamoni (lowa) H. S. 
Teacher, Roy MacDonald 





By Liane Ellison, 18 


Ogden (Utah) H. S. 
Teacher, W. R. Thornley 


AWARD—SHORT STORY 


IT AIN’T NEVER 
HAPPENED BEFORE 


The warmth soaked into him—and something more with it 


Show, Pencil, Gp. ll, by Mary Katherine Williams, 
Northeast Senior High School, Kansas City, Missouri. 


ESSE slammed the screen door be- 

hind him, shutting out a swirl of 
snow, and stamped the snow on his 
feet into small, muddy puddles on the 
linoleum. He ran his warm tongue over 
his thick lips, and rubbed the snow 
from his woolly hair. Martha, his mother, 
was bending her heavy body over the 
ironing board, her dark brown skin 
shining under a film of sweat. Jesse 
sniffed, liking the clean smell of the 
freshly ironed clothes that hung from 
the backs of the chairs. Jesse licked his 
big upper lip. “Hey, Martha, you seen 
them books ‘at I brung home?” 

Martha looked up and tilted the iron 
on its back. “Books?” She scratched one 
arm with the pink fingernails of the 
other hand. “Oh, them libary books, 
y'mean.” She draped the shirt over the 
back of a chair and pulled a ragged 
T-shirt from the bundle rolled in a table- 
cloth on the end of the ironing board. 
“No, I ain't seen ’em.” She nodded her 
head in the direction of the living room. 
“Ask Mort,” she said. Jesse twisted his 
Levis around his plump middle and 
went into the living room. 

Mort was lying on the couch, his feet 
resting in the spot they had worn. He 
was reading a funny book and chewing 
loudly, making the thick muscles under 
his almost black cheek bulge. 
watched a bubble form in the corner of 
Mort’s mouth and run in a thin stream 


Jesse 


to his chin. He wondered if Mort ever 
got tired of reading funny books. He 
ducked his head a little to one side and 
ran his tongue over his lips. “Hey, Mort, 
you got them libary books ‘at was an 
th’ table?” 

Mort flipped a page with his thumb- 
nail. “Heck no,” he said. “Gee, whata 
y think I'd want with them cruddy 
books?” He wiped his nose on the back 
of his hand. 

Jesse walked to the table and pushed 
a pile of newspapers to the side. That’s 
what he said last time, he thought. 
That time he said, “I ain’t got none of 
yr libary books. They’s for squares,” 
and then I found them on Mort's table 
with glue all over ’em. He shook out 
the material in Martha’s mending pile. 
Aloud he said, “One had a green cover, 
‘nth’ other had a sorta purplish one.” 

Mort brushed the dribbled stream 
from the side of his mouth with his big 
hand. “Will you shud up?” he said. 

Martha came to the kitchen door 
with heavy steps. She had the two 
books in her hand. “These them books 
you bin lookin’ for?” she said, 

Jesse crossed the room and took them. 
They were cold and the bottom one 
felt slimy. A shiver trickled through his 
body. “Hey, yeah! Where'd you find 
em?” 

Martha put one hand on her hip and 
nodded toward the kitchen. “They was 


holdin’ the back porch door open fr the 
cat,” she said. 

He opened one of the books to an 
ink-blurred page, then glanced over at 
Mort, thinking of the other books that 
no one knew anything about, and the 
spilled glue, and the splattered grease. 
Jesse picked up his coat from the chair 
where it lay in a dark plaid heap and 
pushed his arms through the sleeves. 
He turned the door knob and pushed 
the door open with the toe of his shoe. 

The air outside was sharply cold. 
Jesse looked up at the grey sky that 
whirled in a dizzy pattern of snow. 
Flakes brushed his face and melted in 
cool spots on his skin. The snow felt 
good, like a cool hand on his head when 
it ached. Clamping the two books be- 
tween one elbow and his body, he but- 
toned his coat and turned up the collar. 

A few minutes later he pulled the 
library door open and the color and 
warmness of the room gushed through. 
He stamped his feet on the black rub- 
ber mat that made a path from the 
door to the desk on the other side of 
the room. He walked over to one of the 
rocking chairs and sat on the arm staring 
into the aquarium through the snow- 
flakes that had clotted in his eyelashes. 
Its color reminded him of spring leaves 
with sun shining through them. 

He watched the fish until the snow 
on his eyelashes melted. Then he stood 
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up and walked around looking at the 
new books displayed on top of the 
shelves. He liked the clean colors on 
their covers. He picked up a picture 
book with a misty mountain scene 
painted on the cover. He began to turn 
its pages and then looked down at his 
hands. He noticed how dark they were 
against the white pages. Dirt showed 
in the creases of his pink-tipped fingers 
and palms. He put the book back on 
the shelf and squatted until his heels 
dug into his buttocks. He stayed there, 
squatting in front of the shelves for a 
long time, letting the warmth of the 
room soak into his body.. 

There was something else soaking 
into him. He couldn't explain it exactly, 
but it was a good feeling, a feeling that 
this was right, that he belonged here. 
He felt far away from his home and 
Martha and Mort, and he had a swift 
feeling that they didn’t matter anyway. 
Gradually an alive feeling filled him, as 
though a numbness inside were melting. 

Finally he stood up and took his two 
books to the desk. There was a girl that 
he hadn’t seen before checking out 
books for a woman. He looked around 
the room. The other librarian, a thin 
woman with grey and red streaked hair, 
sat at a table typing. The girl finished 
checking the stack of books. She pushed 
them toward the woman and smiled. 
“Thank you very much, Mrs. Camp- 
bell,” she said. Jesse shifted his weight, 
making the material of his Levis pull 
tight across the top of his legs, and put 
his books on the desk top. The girl took 
them and smiled. He thought he'd 
never seen anyone who smiled all over 
before. He ducked his head. “Hey, 
these books kinda got wrecked,” he 
said. 

The girl opened the top one. She 
pushed a honey-colored piece of hair 
back from her face. “Yes, I see they 
did,” she said. “What happened?” 

Jesse pressed his tongue into his soft 
lower lip. “I guess m’ brother left ‘em 
outside,” he mumbled. 

The girl pulled his limp card from 
the bottom book. She looked at the 
name on the card. “Well, Jesse—,” she 
said. 

Someone said, “Anne,” and he looked 
over to the table. The thin librarian 
stood up and walked to the desk. She 
looked at the damp books and then at 
Jesse. “Well, Jesse, these books cost 
two dollars,” she said. 

He watched the hair on her upper 
lip as she talked. He ducked his head, 
“Hey, w'll I ain't got two dollars,” he 
said. 

She took his card and turned it be- 
tween her fingers. “I’m sorry, Jesse, but 
this isn’t the first time you've had big 
fines. This time you'll have to pay it.” 
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The good feeling suddenly drained 
from him and the familiar numbness 
took its place. “Oh, okay,” he said. The 
girl had picked up an armful of books 
and walked from behind the desk. She 
walked by him and smiled again. Jesse 
caught the swift smell of flowers, vio- 
lets, he thought, as she passed. He 
turned and went out the door. 

The snow wasn’t falling softly any 
more. It was wind-driven sharply 
through the night. Suddenly it wasn’t 
pretty; instead it was cruel, and the 
trees were lonely through the snow that 
stabbed the warmth from his body. 

He opened the front door of his house 
to smell ironed clothes and sweat and 
cabbage. The room was almost dark. 
He wondered how Mort could see to 
read the funny books he was still hold- 
ing. Martha looked through the kitchen 
door. “That you, Jesse?” she called. 

Jesse grunted “uh huh.” He ducked 
his head, “Hey, Martha, I gotta have 
two dollars t’ pay for them books.” 

Martha came to stand in the door. 
Her voice was shrill. “Two dollars—f'r 
just them two books?” 

Mort sat up quickly. “Two bucks!” 
he said and strode to the kitchen and 
ran water from the tap into a cracked 
cheese glass. He leaned against the sink. 
“The heck, two bucks,” he shouted. “D’ 
you think we're rich or sompthin’?” 

Martha put her hand on her hip. “I 
can't let you have no two dollars. You 
know that,” she said. The cabbage on 
the stove began to burn, and _ she 
dumped in some water from the glass 
Mort had just set down. Mort pushed 
by Jesse, and Jesse smelled the strong, 
sweet smell of whiskey, All at once he 
felt sick. He went out the back door 
into the yard by the garage. He leaned 
against the garage, trembling. Chills 
swarmed through his body and his head 
ached, but an ache inside, worse than 
the sickness his body felt, burned and 
made breathing hard. He leaned against 
the garage wall for a long time, trying 
to sort out the pieces of thoughts that 
whirled through his head about Mort 
and books, and Martha, and the girl in 
the library. He thought, “There must 
be somethin’ I c’n do. I ain’t no baby 
no more.” New ideas he couldn't under- 
stand twisted in his brain. There were 
ways for an eighth grade boy to make 
money and pay for his books, he thought 
suddenly. He had stopped shaking with 
chills, but he began to tremble with 
excitement. He could sense that there 
was something new for him that he 
could have, but the thought was quick 
and hazy. He realized that he was very 
cold then, and went inside. 

A few weeks later Jesse stood on 
the corner by Walgreen’s Drug Store 
with some newspapers under his arm. 


He hunched his shoulders together and 
squinted against the wind that blew 
soggy leaves and candy wrappers 
against his ankles. He shoved his hand 
into his pocket to feel the thin, warm 
metal of a few coins touch his skin. 
There were two other kids selling 
papers. They were yelling, “Stan’ard, 
Stan’ard,” and waving their papers in 
people’s faces. Jesse watched as a fat 
man stopped and dug under his coat to 
pull out a handful of money. One of the 
other boys handed him a paper and 
took the money. “Thanks, mister,” he 
said. 

Jesse stepped out from the shelter of 
Walgreen’s and shifted the papers to 
the other arm. “Stan’ard,” he barely 
whispered, “Stan’ard.” He looked hard 
at the other boys. “I like different things 
than they do,” he thought suddenly. He 
felt sorry for them, because they could 
never find out about books and good 
things, and at the same time he was 
glad he was different. 

Snow started falling in soft blobs that 
melted into slush that people's feet 
squished into soft, grey ridges. He was 
watching the patterns the slush splashed 
into when someone walked heavily 
through it. He looked up to a see a girl 
stroll by, waggling her hips. The other 
two boys ran toward her, waving their 
papers and shouting. The girl laughed 
and stuck out her tongue. A_ long, 
greasy curl blew across her mouth. She 
ran toward Jesse and poked at him. 
“Hey, you can’t sell papers very good,” 
she yelled. His skin prickled hot and 
inside he shivered. 

The slow moans of a_ saxophone 
through one of the Twenty-fifth Street 
doorways sounded distant and unreal. 
He looked down Washington, dark ex- 
cept for the neon lights that blinked 
and rippled their neon colors in snow- 
blurred designs. He watched the lights 
and the people who passed for a long 
time, because he didn’t want to go 
home where Mort and his friends would 
be drinking before dinner and telling 
dirty jokes while they played poker. 
Finally cold began to gnaw through the 
numbness of his body, and he started 
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home. He thought of the wooden cheese 
box under his bed with the money he 
had earned selling papers. There was 
almost the two dollars he needed, may- 
be even enough with what he had in 
his pocket. Mort would like to know 
where the money was, he thought, but 
he wouldn’t find out. He left his papers 
at the Standard building as he passed. 

He reached his house and went in 
the back door. In the living room Mort 
and his friends were laughing and 
smoking over their whiskey. He walked 
down the stairs to his basement bed- 
room and pulled the cheese box out. 
He sat. on the bed and poured the 
money from the box, adding the coins 
in his pocket. He counted to himself, 
“.. . ten, fifty, a dollar, two dollars, two 
twenty. I c’n pay the fine and have 
twenty cents to keep.” He closed his 
fist around the money and went up- 
stairs to get a hanky from Martha, 
There was still time to go to the library 
if he hurried. He tied the money in the 
hanky and started for the library. 

It was almost closing time when he 
swung the library door open. The girl 
Anne had an armload of books which 
she put down on the side of the desk 
as he came in. “Hello, Jesse,” she said. 

He grunted, “Hi,” and took the hand- 
kerchief-wrapped money from his hip 
pocket. He untied the handkerchief and 
emptied the money onto the ink-smeared 
desk top. He ducked his head. “Here’s 
‘at money f my fine.” He was surprised 
at the feeling of relief that washed 
over him and wondered for a minute if 
he’d been afraid Mort would find it. 

The girl pulled out a drawer of a file 
cupboard and leafed through the cards 
in it. “I'm awfully glad, Jesse,” she said 
as she unclipped a slip of paper from 
his application. He watched as she 
scooped the money into a drawer. The 
clinking noises of coins on coins made 
him feel good. He raised his head and 
looked around thinking, “She didn’t 
even count it.” 

He said, “C’n I take books now?” 

The girl smiled her all-over smile 
and said, “Sure.” She stood up. “I'll 
make a new card for you.” 

He walked around the room feeling 
happy and looking at books. He picked 
out four and checked them on his new 
card. Then he went out into the night. 
It was a very black night and snow fell 
like flour from Martha’s flour sifter. He 
hugged the books close to his body. 
They made him feel warm and happy. 
The thought of the hours of reading 
they would give him, the chance of 
being in a world that was better than 
his, excited him. He thought: “Better 
than the things I have, yes it’s that, but 
it’s my world, too. I belong there and 
not in the house with Mort.” 
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The winter changed into the snow- 
melting time of late March, when you 
could walk with big steps and your feet 
felt light. Jesse left his house after 
school one afternoon, scuffing his heels 
on the pavement as he walked. It was 
good to be out and feel his coat swing- 
ing open in front, tapping his stomach 
where it bulged a little, and smell the 
wet wood of trees. There were little 
kids playing in winter coats, and dogs 
running and sniffing the garbage cans. 
He walked slowly across the park, kick- 
ing at the dirty snow crusts and breath- 
ing as hard as he could. He went in the 
library and noticed some posters with 
something about a Space Cadet Club 
on them. He began to look through a 
book, and then he heard Anne say, “Oh, 
Jesse.” 

He turned and walked to the desk. 
“Yeah?” he said, ducking his head. 

Anne smoothed a lock of hair back 
toward her pony tail. 

“Well, we’re having a summer read- 
ing club, and we want a picture of 
some of the best readers for the paper 
to help publicize it.” She tapped a pen- 
cil on the desk. “Would you like to be 
in it, Jesse?” she asked, her voice rising. 

He felt hot and uncomfortable, and 
he fingered the frayed edge of his back 
pocket thinking of his other pair of old 
pants and his old shirts. “I dunno,” he 
said. 

Anne's pony tail bobbed as she 
looked at him. “Well, we've got to know 
right away.” She paused. “Why don’t 
you want to?” 

He ducked his head. “Oh, I jus’ don’ 
wanta be in th’ public eye,” he mum- 
bled. 

A woman walked to the desk then, 
and Anne had to help her. Jesse didn’t 
wait to get books. Instead he went 
home, stopping by the coal yard for a 
long time to watch the blue reflection 
in the pools of melted snow fade and 
stain the black water red and pink. His 
chest felt tight. Sometimes when there 
were things like the red and pink water 
and the trees with their snow blossoms, 
he felt as if there was too much to hold, 
and then his chest and throat got tight. 

When he got home, Martha was 
talking on the phone and Mort was 
lying on the couch tapping his fingers 
on his chest. Jesse heard Martha say, 
“Jesse—fo’ the newspaper, d’ you mean?” 
She listened with the receiver pressing 
into her skin. Jesse could hear the 
crackling noises from the other end. 
Martha smiled, her teeth gleaming very 
white against her skin. “Oh, I think 
that’s fine. | didn’ know he was readin’ 
all them books.” 

Mort turned on his side. “Will ya 
shud up, Martha?” he yelled. 

Martha put her hand over the mouth- 
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piece. “Ssh, just a minute,” she whis- 
pered and then talked back into the 
phone. “Oh, yes, I'll have him there. 
D’ you want him t’ wear anythin’ spe- 
cial?” She smiled again. “All right, thank 
you fo’ callin’ up.” She hung up the 
phone and put her hands on her hips. 
“Well, what d’ you think, Mort? Fo’ 
readin’ all them books, Jesse’s gettin’ 
his picture in the paper.” She turned 
to Jesse, “Thursday at four-thirty you 
gotta be down t’ the libary.” 

Mort sniffed noisily. “Heck,” he said, 
“reading them books like he gets ain’t 
gonna do nobody no good.” 

Jesse said, “Okay, Martha.” He 
thought for a moment of what he could 
wear in the picture. He didn’t have any 
shirts or pants that looked very good. 
Then he opened his eyes wide. “Sh’'ll I 
wear m’ Scout uniform?” 

Martha nodded, and 


Jesse went 





Place in Show, Transparent Water Color, 
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down to his bedroom. He was glad 
about the picture, now, and excited. 

On Thursday he put on his Scout 
uniform, still warm from Martha’s iron, 
and went upstairs. Martha was in the 
kitchen. “O, lemme see,” she said in a 
high, proud voice. “Don’t mess that 
uniform up”—she put her hands on her 
hips—“or else it'll look bad in th’ pic- 
ture.” She fussed with the merit badges 
on his chest. “Oh, this is so wonderful.” 
She pushed her tongue through her lips. 
“We ain't never had nobody in the 
paper before.” 

Jesse licked his lips, “Thanks fr 
ironin’ m’ uniform.” 

Martha chattered on as though she 
hadn't heard him. “Jus’ think, every- 
one’ll see the picture tomorrow, an’ 
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maybe if you keep readin’ you c’n git 
it in again.” She was almost talking to 
herself. “We're really gonna be some- 
body, now.” 

He was ten minutes early when he 
ran down the library steps two at a 
time. Anne, wearing a dress that swished 
rufes when she walked, was piling up 
the picture books and puzzles on the 
little kids’ table. She looked up and 
smiled. “Oh hi, Jesse.” She held out the 
stacks of books and puzzles. “Would 
you put these on that shelf?” she said, 
pointing to an empty shelf 
younger children’s tables. 

“Sure,” he said and began to put the 
things on the shelf. 

A few minutes later, the other two 
boys and the photographer came in. It 
all seemed to happen very quickly. The 
photographer gestured the boys into 
their places at the low table with Anne 
standing behind them. He reminded 
Jesse of one of those little rubber things 
that pop out arms when you squeeze a 
tube. The only thing that seemed at all 
real was the pressure of Anne’s wrist on 
his back through his shirt as she leaned 
on his chair. The photographer jerked 
out little sentences that Jesse didn't 
listen to, and the flash bulb blinded 
him. He started to stand up, but the 
photographer said, “Hold it fr one more 
—okay, swell,” and the camera flashed 
again. “Okay, thanks, fellas,” he heard 
the photographer say as he left. Jesse 
felt confused because it had happened 
so quickly. 


near the 


He chose some books before he left. 
As Anne checked them out 
“Thanks for being in the picture, Jesse. 
I'm awfully glad you could be.” She 
smiled and he smiled back. “G’bye,” he 
said, and went home. 

The next afternoon he hurried to get 
his papers. He could hardly wait to see 
the picture, but he didn’t look until he 
was on Walgreen’s corner. He thought: 
“It’s like eating cake and saving the 
frostin’ fr last.” He laughed at himself 
as he looked through one of the papers 
until he found the picture. There he 
was, his skin shiny and his face un- 
smiling, and the other boys, and Anne 
smiling her all-over smile. He read the 
print under the picture. “Miss Anne 
Scott assists some outstanding readers 
in the Children’s Library as they begin 
to earn Space Cadet Reading Club 
stickers. Left to right: Stephen Rich- 
ards, Jesse Williams, Joe Anderson.” He 
smiled as he tucked the papers, all with 
his picture in them, under his arm. He 
was warm inside. He 
shoulders. 

“I c’n read all the books I want to,” 
he thought, “and no one can stop me.” 
Aloud he yelled, “Stan’ard, buy a Stan’- 
ard.” 


she said, 


straightened his 








CHARACTERS 


MIsHIKO, a pretty Japanese girl of about 
fourteen 

Naonrxo, her 
seventeen 

FaTHer and Motruer Sumitomo, the 
parents of Mishiko and Naohiko 

NARRATOR 

NEWSCASTER 


older brother, about 


(Theme) 

Narrator: This is the story of the 
earth—the worn, ancient earth whose 
soil is pebble and fertilizer, whose crops 
are a full measure of itself. This is the 
story of that proud, stubborn soil, of 
the cool seeds pressed against its 
warmth, coaxing life from its stony soil. 
This is the story of that life and of the 
people who from the mountain soil re- 
ceive their life. 

(Earth theme softly up and out.) 

Narrator: The earth, and the seeds, 
and the people—of these I speak. 
Bronzed skins gleaming in the early 
dawn, terraced mountains’ silhouettes 
against the evening sky. 

(Earth theme crescendo and out.) 

Narrator: This is a story of the 
earth and of a girl between childhood 
and maturity, whose life was in the 
earth. This is the story of Mishiko. 

(Mishiko theme crescendo and out. 
Sound of a spade digging, occasionally 
hitting stones.) 

Naonixo: Younger Sister, what do 
you do there? 

Misniko (as sound of digging stops) : 
| am searching for good soil for this 


The earth was generous—but the sky? No one knew 


ishjleo 


Show, Ceramics, Gp. Il, by Merle Sands, 
Schenley High, in Pittsburgh, Pa. 


larch seedling, Naohiko. I found the 
seedling under the old tree in the 
courtyard. I thought perhaps it might 
replace the older tree, for the old tree’s 
branches will crack very quickly in the 
next big wind, I think. 

Naontko: Well, you'll not have this 
one to replace it if you don’t separate 
the stones from the dirt. Give me the 
spade. (Sounds of digging) There! That 
should fill the box. Tomorrow I shall 
go to the foot of the mountain for 
some sand to mix with this earth. But 
now we must hurry for you must help 
Mother with dinner for our younger 
brothers and sisters. 

(Mishiko theme lightly, allegretto.) 

Misuiko: Good afternoon, Mama san. 

Mortuer: Good afternoon, Eldest 
Daughter. Quickly—take care of the 
fish while I stir the rice. 

Misurko: Yes, Mama san. Naohiko 
said he goes to join Father. Where is 
that? 

Moruer: On the highest terrace, 
making ready for the harvest. It has 
been a good season for the rice plants 
and they must be harvested before the 
monsoon. The neighbors agree that it 
may be expected in fourteen days. 
Perhaps it will be so great that you 
and I, Mishiko, shall have to go to the 
terraces with your brother and father 
to gather it in. 

Misnixo: Yes, if we are fortunate. 

Murer: Turn the fish, Daughter. 
(Absently) Maybe during this monsoon 
we shall have some vegetables to eat 
with the fish and rice. (Quickly) We 
must not question Tao, Mishiko; we 
must accept the rains he gives us to 
flood the terraces. But there is so often 
very little to eat after Father sells 
some rice, and there is so little to do 
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during the first few weeks of the rains. 
(Brightening) But this year we may 
have more than enough rice, and we 
may even buy fruit and vegetables. 
Now let us hurry with dinner. 

(Mufled footsteps, out.) 

Naouiko (excitedly): The rice plants 
are thick beneath the surface of the 
water. The grains are plump and firm. 
It is the greatest rice harvest I can 
remember! 

FATHER (patiently): My son, you 
speak too soon. It is not yet ours. We 
must first race the rains to harvest it. 
Then it must be put into jars and 
stored away. Only then can we call it 
ours. 

Naouniko: I am sorry, Father. But 
surely such a great harvest cannot be 
lost to us. We have fourteen days to 
gather the rice. It has taken us only 
ten days to harvest it in years before. 

Fatuer: Yes, Eldest Son, but this 
crop is a great crop. Your mother and 
Mishiko must go with us to the terraces 
and help us. When the gods are good 
to us, it means that it is beyond the 
abilities of one man to reap their kind- 
nesses before the evil comes. We must 
not allow ourselves to dare to hope that 
all the rice will be ours. It cannot be. 

Misuiko: Father, surely there will 
be more rice this year than in any other 
year. 

Mortuer: Eldest Daughter, I have 
watched our mountain often from the 
courtyard. I have seen the sun balance 
on its peak at dawn. I, too, have dared 
to dream of the great harvest. But, my 
Daughter, your Father has spoken the 
truth. The soil is old and poor. Each 
year we must add to it great quantities 
of fertilizer to reap enough rice for 
our family. Some years the weather 
has been cold and then we ate little 
during the monsoon. This year the sun 
has been warm upon our mountain and 
the rice has grown thick. But there are 
still the rains beyond the harvest. If 
they come early there will be only a 
small harvest. We will lose our hopes 
as well as our crop. 

Naountko: Perhaps with Mother and 
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Mishiko, we can gather the rice in the 
same time as you and I have in years 
before. Then, Father, we should reap 
the whole crop before the rains. 

Fatuer (gently): Perhaps, my son. 

(Mishiko theme, fade, out. Wind 
throughout next speech) 

Narrator: That evening, in the 
courtyard a sudden gust of wind stole 
upon the aged larch and its branches 
cracked loudly and fell to the ground. 
The saplings bent with the breeze and 
bowed their heads to the soil for a 
moment. The old was broken and the 
new sprang up. 

(Earth theme softly. Wind rushing.) 

Narrator: Mishiko’s heart mourned 
the tree. It could not bend and now 
it was destroyed. “I am very old,” 
Mishiko thought and was suddenly very 
frightened by her thoughts, and she ran 
from the tree. The next morning, 
Mishiko awoke at dawn to the lilting 
song of the nightingale. (Piccolo play- 
ing Mishiko theme softly) As she 
dressed, she thought of the rice-filled 
terraces on the mountain. (Second 


piccolo joins Mishiko theme, crescendo) 
The sun was rising quickly over the 
mountain and its light was no longer 
the misty morning light. (Piccolos pick 
up one note, crescendo, hold, and out.) 

Naoniko: Come quickly, Mishiko. 
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The rice—there is more than we can 
harvest. 

Misuiko: In the first terrace? 

Naonrko: In all of them. 

Misuixo: Your clothes are already 
wet. You have been in the terrace? 

Naoniko: Yes. Father and I have 
been working since the hour before 
the rising of the sun. Mother just 
joined us. Hurry! 

(Fade out. Pause. In.) 

Naoniko: Be careful, Little Sister. 
The rocks are slippery. (Sound of stones 
beneath feet) 

MisHiko (slowly, as if an effort): 
Thank you, Eldest Brother. Where are 
Mother and Father? 

Naonrko: On the other side of the 
mountain. 

MisHiko: The water is warm on my 
feet. Is it always this warm in the 
morning? 

Naoniko: It doesn’t cool much in the 
night. We've had a warm spring; the 
sun has shone often on our mountain. 

Misniko: The rice is thick between 
my toes! It is very hard to move my 
feet in the water. 

Naonrko: We must hurry. Here is 
a jar to put the rice in. Move from 
here to the other side of the moun- 
tain. You will not meet Mother today; 
possibly by tomorrow we may finish 
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this terrace. 

Narrator: But they did not finish 
that day, nor the next, nor the next. 
Mishiko’s back ached as she pushed 
her tired fingers in and out of the 
luxurious growth of rice. Each day 
they worked from dawn until the light 
of the sun was no longer. Again and 
again Mishiko looked up at the rocky 
mountainside and marveled at the 
great crop. There was a wealth of rice 
at their very feet. 

(Earth theme softly through the 
next part) The earth sprang alive in 
those days with food. The gift of Tao 
grew over the ancient soil. Men peopled 
the mountainsides and their bronzed 
skins gleamed in the early dawn and 
their arms cast silhouettes against the 
mountain at dusk. The Great Harvest 
was reaped. (Earth theme crescendo) 
And at noon of the fourth day the first 
terrace was filled with the jars of rice. 

Naoniko: Mishiko! Father and | 
have met on the other side of the ter- 
race. How far are you from Mother? 

Misuiko: In an hour, I could finish 
alone the space between us. 

Naonrko: Then Father and I are 
coming over to help you finish this 
terrace. We can finish it quickly. 

(Pause ) 

Mortuer: Mishiko! 

Misnuiko: Yes, Mama san? 

MorHer: Let us prepare dinner 
quickly this evening. Change your 
clothes and bring some flowers for the 
bowl. Hurry! 

Misuiko: Yes, Mama san. 

( Pause ) 

FaTHER: We must work more quick- 
ly on the terraces. We have worked 
seven days and we have finished only 
the second terrace. If we are to finish 
before the rains come, we must reach 
the seventh terrace in four days. After 
that, the monsoon may come at any 
time. 

Misuiko: Father—( Hesitates. ) 

Fatuer: Yes, Eldest Daughter? 

Misuixo: Aren't there seven 
days until the monsoon? 
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Farner: Yes, it should not arrive 
until then, but it has come from one 
to three days early in China, and the 
rains came in Tibet a week late. The 
monsoon cannot be charted. We must 
be finished when it comes to Japan. 
Now, eat quickly and we shall then 
covers tht jars-in the courtyard. 

(Earth theme up and out) 

Narrator: And still they worked 
day after day in the terraces. 

(Earth theme gaining velocity. ) 

Naoniko: Mishiko! Go quickly and 
get baskets for the rice. There are no 
more jars. 

Misuiko: But it is only the ninth day 
and we have just finished the fifth ter- 
race! Surely there are more jars! 

(Theme) 

MisHiko: Mama san! We have fin- 
ished the sixth terrace! 

Moruer: On the tenth day! Is it 
possible? 

Misuiko: We have done it! 

(Theme) 

Naonrko: We're finished! See 
baskets on the seventh terrace! 

Misniko: It is a great harvest! The 
courtyard is already filled with jars! 

(Theme to a final chord, hold, cut. 
Mishiko theme softly) 

Naouiko (as if carrying a heavy jar) : 
Here is the last basket, Father, The 
garden, too, is filled now. But we have 
no more canvas for this basket. 

FaTHER: It is late now, my son. In 
the morning, we will try to borrow 
cloths to cover these. Come—we must 
vo to bed. 

(Short pause. Sounds of faint rain- 
drops and the wailing of a wind grow- 
ing louder until it rises above News- 
caster. ) 

Newscaster: Now, ladies and gen- 
tlemen, we interrupt our program to 
bring some news of vital interest. The 
annual monsoon has arrived in Japan 
three days early. In the face of what 
looked to be the greatest rice harvest 
in the history of that country, there 
now may be widespread famine. Con- 
gress, in an emergency session, just 
passed a bill . . . (Wind rises above 
the Newscaster’s voice and drowns it 
out. Then winds die down.) 

Narrator: And the earth claims its 
own. To the worn, ancient earth, its 
life. To the aged earth, its people. To 
the earth, its bitter puddles of swollen 
rice. To the earth, its seeds. 

And a young girl, soaked by torrents 
of rain, carefully scoops rice out of a 
basket until she comes to the dry cup- 
ful at the very bottom. (Slowly) Then 
she covers the cup with her kimono 
and runs to the house. 

(Earth theme with melodic line of 
Mishiko theme—played by one piccolo 
above the earth theme—both without 
accent or feeling. Play last note very 
slightly more resolutely, hold.) 
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IS dark hair, his brown uniform, his 

long fingers that tripped over the 
keys of the piano, his big cool hand that 
reached out to pat my cheek, his power- 
ful arms that lifted me to the ceiling so 
fast that my breath was taken away— 

His concern about us as he bundled 
up my sister and my little brother and 
me and tucked us into the front seat 
of our automobile, his slow measured 
words to Mother as we pulled away 
from the red brick house on South 
Alcott Street, his silence all the cold 
wintry way to the airport, his sad smile 
as he turned to wave at us while walk- 
ing up the airplane ramp— 

These are my first distinct memories 
of Daddy. We all watched through the 
fence while the big airplane taxied off, 
roared into the sky, and finally disap- 
peared as a tiny speck behind a cloud. 

I did not understand why he left, I 
could not imagine how long he would 
be away. But into my four-year-old 
consciousness dawned the realization 
that Daddy was going to war. I did not 
comprehend, either, when Mother tried 
to explain what was meant by the word 
war. I knew only that there were just 
four of us now in the red brick house, 
that Mother cried and kissed us when 
twilight fell, and that the piano was 
very, very still and lonely. 

“Bobby will be our daddy,” laughed 


Mother, “and he’ll take care of us until 
our real daddy comes home.” 

My sister, “Lainy, thought it a funny 
idea; but she, with all her six years, 
coaxed me into pretending (on occa- 
sion) that our two-year-old brother was 
the great, tall man who had gone away. 

It was not long, however, before | 
had forgotten much about Daddy—how 
he walked, how he talked. But there 
was always his picture on the piano. 
Mother spoke of him often. Each night, 
gathering us three by the side of her 
bed to say our prayers, she read or 
talked about things which I never quite 
understood and then joined us as we 
repeated in unison, “Now I lay me 
down to sleep; I pray Thee, Lord, my 
soul to keep. God bless Daddy, and 
bring him home safely. Amen.” 

The days were long, and winter mel- 
lowed into spring. I played in the yard 
on warm days. Sometimes, on summer 
nights I would look at Daddy’s picture 
and wonder where he was. I remem- 
bered that he tossed me to the ceiling 
and nearly took my breath away. 

When fall came I walked to school 
with “Lainy across the wheat field. 
Mother said she could not take us be- 
cause there was not enough gasoline 
ration for the blue automobile. It was a 
long walk, and the wheat stubble 
scratched my legs. 
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Memories fade . . . and, in the end, he wasn’t real at all 


When it became cold we wrapped 
ourselves in coats and leggings and 
carried our lunch buckets across the 
field. The snow creaked ‘neath our 
galoshes. "Lainy showed me how to 
breathe into my mittens to keep my 
nose warm. We saw many things— 
things like pinch-bugs and _ring-neck 
pheasants and cotton-tail rabbits and 
the pile of white rocks on the edge of 
the wheat field. I wrote some dream let- 
ters to Daddy about my teacher, and 
about how pretty she was. Maybe I 
would tell him that the peel of a navel 
orange is not good to eat and that some 
of the shiny stones in the field reminded 
me of the brass buttons on his uniform. 

One morning I printed my name on 
a V-letter that Mother said would go 
half way round the world. Not so very 
long afterward I found an envelope on 
my dresser. It had an air-mail sticker 
on it and my name was printed plainly 
beneath the sticker. "Lainy showed me 
how to open the envelope without tear- 
ing the letter inside. How thrilled I was 
to get my first real letter—and from 
Daddy, too! 

I stumbled over many of the big 
words. But mother helped me spell them 
out until they formed the sentences 
that expressed Daddy’s pleasure that I 
could write so well, That night, after 
we had gone to bed, my sister and I 
discussed the lands beyond the sea. We 
wished that we could lean across the 
miles and kiss Daddy good night wher- 
ever he might be. We wanted the war 
to end so that we could buy gasoline 
for our blue automobile and dairy but- 
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ter for our lunches. But most of all we 
wanted the war to end so that Daddy 
could come home. 

Spring came again. The wheat field 
turned green. Sometimes I would sit 
on the piano bench and look at the 
picture. Sometimes even I would strike 
some notes and imagine that they were 
the pretty tunes that Daddy played. 

School days came again all too soon. 
But I was happy because now I could 
write longer letters. Then winter came, 
then spring, then summer. 

Season after season! 

One spring day I thought of Daddy 
and counted the months since he had 
gone away. They added up to four and 
one half years. The poem I was trying 
to write for English class just would 
not turn out right. I was happy that 
spring had come; but I was sad that 
there were still just four of us in the 
red brick house on the hill. Because of 
such mixed emotions, my finished poem 
read like this: 


At last she’s here, 
O lovely spring— 
With bluebirds, too! 
The robins sing 
To wake the buds. 
The ivy creeps 
From its warm bed, 
The tulip leaps 

But I am sad 
Because it all 

Will end so soon 
When comes the fall. 


I thought I would send my poem by 
V-mail to Daddy, 

When ‘Lainy and I were half-way 
across the wheat field that 
on our walk toward home, we saw 
Mother and Bobby coming toward us. 
Mother waved and appeared excited. 
When we met, she told us that a long- 
distance telephone call had come from 
Camp Patrick Henry in Virginia. 

Daddy was coming home! 


afternoon 


How tall he seemed as he stepped off 
the army bus at the Separation Center 
in Fort Logan. He enfolded us all in 
his great arms and tucked us into the 
front seat of the blue automobile. On 
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the way home he told us how much we 
had grown, how good looking we were 
how often he had thought of us since 
he had been away. 

That night he plaved a pretty tune 
on the piano. How wonderful it all 
seemed. His big hand reached out and 
patted my cheek. Then he got up and 


lifted me clear to the ceiling. It took 
my breath away. 

“Kiss Daddy good night.” said 
Mother. 

Without thinking, “Lainy, Bobby and 


I ran to kiss the picture on the piano 


as we had done nearly two thousand 


nights before. 
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May They Not 
Walk Alone 


Sometimes he wanted to scream—everyone was so polite 


HE gold buttons on the policeman’s 

navy blue vest glittered in the 
noonday sun. Traffic had been ex- 
ceptionally heavy today, and beads of 
perspiration glistened on his sanguine 
face as the boy spoke to him. 

“How fari..i.. is it to the c-c-c- 
court house?” 

The policeman had seen stutterers 
before and it didn’t bother him when 
this lad had trouble. With a rosy smile 
he turned and pointed at a white-brick 
modernistic building down the street. 
“About two blocks,” he said. 

Two blocks to torture! Two measly 
blocks until Sammy Alwhite would be 
ready to sign up for a new school in 
a new city. If it is hard for most trans 
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fer students to come into a new school 
system, his position was ten times 
worse. 

Carefully he rechecked his report 
card and his book card, his passes into 
the new Allenburg schools. 

The mailman said hello as_ they 
passed, but Sammy only smiled back. 
The terror of a threat to his equality 
with other men scared him for a 
moment. He wasn’t sure his cheery 
“How are you today?” would sound as 
happy as he might intend it to. 

The concrete steps mounted to a 
full length glass door with the word 
“push” written across the metal handle. 

A stone floor lay in front of him. To 
his left, three elevator doors lay open. 
In the one nearest him a pretty girl 
sat on the high steel operator’s stool 
and filed her fingernails. She smiled 
when he entered the cage. 

“Which floor?” she asked. She liked 
him—he was tall, with a clean, young 
face. 

“Wh ..w_.. Whichever floor the 
school regis . . is . . istrators are on.” 
He hated himself when he saw her 
turn silently away to the rows of lights 
beside her. 

She didn’t speak to him again. 

When the elevator came to a stop, 
he wanted to smile at her to show it 
was all right; but when she could not 
come to rest her eyes on him, he left 
quietly. 

The line was very short, and the girl 
on the end grinned and for a moment 
bewilderment left him. He stepped in 
behind her. 

“Hi, remember me? I live down the 
street. Must of moved in right after 
you. It’s just like meeting an old friend, 
seeing you.” Her voice bubbled. 

“Yeah, I'm new too.” He _ hadn't 
stuttered! So far, so good. If only he 
could keep on fooling her. 

“What school are you going to?” Her 
deep hazel eyes watched him. 

“The high school; I'll be in thet. . 
a sophomore.” Maybe she hadn't caught 
it. The break hadn’t been a long one. 
Just for a moment. 

“Hey, that’s fine. So will I. Where'd 
you live before?” 

“I'm from all over,” he paused, 
gathering strength. He didn’t want to 
say Oklahoma right quick, because he 
was sure it would become blocked. 
“Michigan . . ."—that was a good starter, 
easy to say—“Kansas, Oklahoma.” 

“Well, I'm from Arkansas. We 
weren't so far apart as we thought.” 

“No, not f . . far aaaway at all.” 

It was out. No need to hide it now. 
Any hope he had of concealing it was 
gone. The last two words were rushed; 
all he wanted now was to get away 
from her. He felt like a heel, trying 
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to fool a person who was being so 
kind to him, but the joke was over; 
she knew and everyone else who had 
listened in knew. 

A smile flickered across the face of 
the boy in front of them, but the girl's 
reply was another question. “Which 
part of Oklahoma?” 

Why did she pester him? She knew 
he was abnormal; why not just let it 
go at that? 

“Northern part.” He rather liked to 
talk to her, even if it did give her a 
chance to show off her superiority. 

“Oh, that’s too far. I came from 
Fayetteville. Thought we might really 
have been close neighbors. . . . By the 
way, my name’s Kay Smith.” 

He had dreaded this, for, like most 
people who stutter, he found his own 
name the hardest phrase to pronounce. 

OY. so Sk « AMM oe 
Alwhite.” If that didn’t turn her 
stomach, he admired her nerve. 

She did turn away, and for a moment 
a great feeling of combined happiness, 
defeat, and fulfilling of his expectations 
filled him; but then he saw it was 
her turn at the desk. 

He listened quietly, trying to brace 
himself against the ordeal he knew 
he must face, and listened while she 
signed up for home economics, science, 
English, and Spanish. When she fin- 
ished, she stepped aside and paused 
as if waiting for him to finish his 
registration. 

“Hello, Sonny. What's your name?” 
The rosy-cheeked, middle-aged woman 
shifted her position and smiled up at 
him. 

“Uh ... Sa... Sammy,” he paused, 
partially thankful for the comparative- 
ly easy pronunciation of the first word. 
“A... AL... Aaa—” 

“Slow down, Sonny, don’t get scared. 
Just take your time. Now what's your 
last name?” She shifted her position 
again, and tried to make her smile 
seem full and spontaneous. 

“My last na... nnnnnn.. . nnnnnn 

.npnnnn.. .” He was angry, for he 
had tricked himself. He had thought it 
would be easier to put Alwhite on the 
end of a sentence, but he couldn't even 
get that far. “My name is...” he 
started again. He wished he hadn't 
been named with a word starting with 
a vowel. Vowels were extra difficult 
for him. “Aaaaaaalwhite.” 

Kay hadn’t moved. Her eyes were 
on the blank the woman was filling out. 
She was important to him now, more 
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than just a girl, oh much more—and 
better. She was a single person in the 
thousands he associated with who per- 
haps understood him. 

Because of this feeling of friendship 
and understanding, it was smoother 
going. The woman behind the desk was 
patient and considerate, but the pen in 
the hand that didn’t move, only re- 
mained suspended when the words 
didn’t flow, declared in a scream that 
he, he alone, was different. 

“Do you have a ride home?” Kay 
asked when at last he finished and had 
stepped away. Slowly sound came again 
to the room; the spell was broken; 
there was no need for the other stu- 
dents to remain silent, no respect to 
be paid any longer, no sickening sound 
to listen to. 

“Mighty nice of you to wait.” It was 
impromptu, and therefore easy for him 
to say. 

“Oh, that’s all right. Do you have 
a ride?” She smiled and looked at 
him. 

“Yes, I do. | brought Dad's car. 
Tha...th... thanks for askin’ though. 
Ma. . Maybe I'll-ll see you sometime.” 

“Sure thing. See you sometime soon.” 
He watched her as she moved away. 
Kay wasn't pretty, but he liked her 
looks, she was trim and clean and 
well groomed. Her body curved in the 
right places and her motions were 
graceful. 

And she was a girl who had talked 
with him. 

He had lied about the car because 
he needed time to think. Dad was 
working today, and was using the 
family car. Sammy had ridden the bus 
to town, but this girl who had talked 
to him was different, and he wanted 
time to ponder well what she really 
meant to him. 

Not that Sammy had no friends; he 
was popular in school, but often he 
wondered if much of this popularity 
wasn't false and merely good feeling 
for a poor, handicapped person. More- 
over, his potential ability to be well 
known bothered him. Just how many 
people could he know, what positions 
in school could he hold, if he did not 
stutter? 

Now into his world, based neces- 
sarily on simplicity, had come Kay. 
She was not the first girl Sammy had 
liked, nor who had seemed to like him. 
He had dated, but sparingly. He always 
feared that the girls tolerated him, and 
did not really enjoy going out with him. 

The bus he boarded was crowded, 
forcing him to take a seat beside an 
elderly man with a cane. The man sat 
by a window and the bulky box he 
carried depressed Sammy. The dark 
brown cardboard and oddly, black 
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colored string put a damper on the 
youth’s spirits. For a while he con- 
sidered starting a conversation, but 
he could not think of a subject to talk 
about, or so he told himself. 

His house was a block down the 
street from the place he left the bus. 
Its white-painted sides and black shut- 
ters, the green grass he had just mowed 
and the young cottonwood tree in 
front, these were sights he was becom- 
ing acquainted with, for they were part 
of home. 

The large porch beckoned to him 
as he turned down the walk. Suddenly, 
from behind one corner of the house 
a sandy-haired boy of four or five came 
running for him. 

“Hi Sammy! Can you play? Huh, can 
you?” the youngster pleaded as he 
tackled his brother's leg. 

“Not now, John. M . . Maybe la... 
|... later.” He tried to step away, but 
the child pulled him back. “Run along 
now.” Reluctantly the short pants lad 
let go; and soon he was again playing 
a roaring game of cowboys. 

Sammy liked John mainly because 
he always understood what troubled 
his older brother; and though he didn’t 
realize what was the matter, he was 
not bothered by it. The little fellow 
knew but one allegiance; that was to 
faith and love. His “Bub,” as he called 
Sammy, could do no wrong for he 
was his best friend. This sure friendship 
buoyed Sammy, for it filled a deep need 
for companionship. 

Sammy’s father was sitting in the big 
easy chair reading his mail. “How did 
it go, Son?” he asked in a paced tone. 

“Okay, Pop.” The words were short, 
for Sammy tried not to talk to his 
father any more than was necessary. 

“Get signed up all right?” He lowered 
the paper to watch Sammy. 

“Yeh, guess so.” Words flowed easily 
in this short sentence. 

“Is everything ready to go in chem- 
istry? What else did you sign up for?” 

This was it. He would have to make 
a long sentence now. “Ch . . Ch 
Chemistry is 0 okay. [ signed up 
for Spa .. Sp . . Spanish an’ Algebra, 
and ah oe 7. 


“Slow down, boy.” His voice was 
indignant, but the man tried to sound 
sympathetic also. “You’ve got to learn 
not to talk like a machine-gun. I’ve 
never heard anybody try to talk as fast 
as you do. Nobody talks that fast. It’s 
impossible.” He paused for an intended 
effect. “Try again, only at about a third 
that speed.” 

“I signed up for E . . English also.” 
He wanted to leave, but his father 
stopped him. 

“Just a minute. Why do you try to 
do that to yourself? You're not hurting 
me by talking fast. Besides, how fast 
can you talk? The faster you try to 
go, the slower you are. Take it over 
again, only slower this time.” 

“I said I signed up for English.” Of 
course, it was smoother the last time. 
It always was when he said it twice. 

“All right,” Dad said through a puff 
of cigar smoke, and then settled back 
in his chair to mumble something 
about “Keep improving, Son; and those 
are good courses you have, boy.” 

Sammy was glad to be free from the 
ordeal. Once a month, usually, his 
father thought it necessary to try to 
impress on him the need for caution, 
and never did these attempts fail to 
infuriate the boy. He quelled the im- 
mense feeling of hatred that bubbled 
within him and tried to be objective. 

His dad was right; speed was part 
of his problem, but not all of it, by any 
means. The speech professor at the 
college in Norman had told him that 
slowing down would lessen the trouble, 
but that it would hamper him for 
several years, at least, no matter what 
corrective measures were taken. 

His future lay before him, a torn 
thing, twisted by a fate he could not 
help. Deep inside a spark burned, but 
tons of earth were being quickly 
shoveled on it. 

Much of his unhappiness was _ his 
own doing; he tried to snuff out his 
dreams, his sensitivities, in self pity, 
but they would not die. Thus, torn 
between self-consciousness and a pride 
slightly dampened, he was glad when 
Kay phoned him. 

“Sammy, it’s for you,” his mother 
called. Trying to be nonchalant, he 
walked to the phone. 

“Hello? Sammy? This is Kay. Mom 
and Pop went out to some dinner, so 
why not come over and we can play 
some records. I don't know anybody 
else, and she trailed off in ex- 
pectation. 

“Well, Ill tell you, K..K...K... 
Kay, I’m pretty busy, you know, la. . 
la..la.. own WoW OW 
work,” curse those blocks, he thought, 
“but I. . ah think I can make it.” 

“Good! How’s fifteen minutes? 


There’s some ice cream and we can 
make sort of a party.” 

His mother seemed to know that a 
girl was on the phone and that this 
was important. She watched him 
through the window as he went down 
the street. 

He passed the big elm in the Aber- 
ton’s yard. The Aberton’s were very 
friendly, even to him. Next were the 
Educes, quiet people who kept to them- 
selves. Then there were the Bergotts 
who smiled at him when he met them. 
It seemed strange to him that already 
they all knew about him, and each 
made allowances in his own way. 

He turned in at a walk at whose 
edges the grass had become frayed. 
Kay met him at the door. 

“You look hot. The ice cream’s in 
the freezer. Come on in and let’s cool 
off, huh?” She wore the same full- 
skirted checkered dress she had in the 
morning, and he watched as she care- 
fully filled two bowls to the brim with 
delicious strawberry ice cream. 

“Why did you invite m .. me down?” 
he took the conversational plunge. 

“I guess because you're the only 
person my age I know and I’—she 
smiled—“feel that we have a lot in 
common.” She stretched her arm across 
the table. “Besides, I like you.” 

“Really?” He stared at his hands. 
“I mean, K . . K Kay, well, you 
aren't j . . just being nice, are you?” 

“No, whatever gave you the idea | 
was trying to fool you? Look, I like 
you loads; I bet most people do, 
too. .. .” She stopped as he interrupted. 

“Yeah, sure; but I’m not so sure. See, 
I walk a lonely r..r..r.. road. 
P..P.. People think I'm different, 
and and maybe they’re right. 
Wh . . What I’m tttttrying to ssssay is, 
I know it’s unpleasant to he... he... 
hear me tttalk, and I th th th think 
pppppppppeople have a rrrrr rr right 
nnnnnnnnnnnnot to listen to me.” He 
had finished, and now he waited for her 
to answer. 

“Look, Sammy, I’m listening to you 
and I like it. I think you’re smart, real 
bright. But not about this. You're not 
so bad. I’ve got a pair of specs I should 
wear, but I don’t because I look ordi- 
nary enough now. Do I look different? 
I don’t think so. 

“Remember, you're my first friend in 
Allenburg, I want to keep things that 
way. You're no different than you your- 
self make it, and I don’t think you 
are different at all.” 

In substance she was right, but in 
practice things went differently. He 
took a bite of ice cream, looked across 
the table at a smiling girl and knew 
that until everyone felt as Kay did, he 
would walk alone. 
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1955 WRITING AWARDS 


Conducted by Scholastic Magazines « Sponsored by the W. A. Sheaffer Pen Company 


On these pages we announce with pride the names 
of all students receiving national honors in the Senior 
Division of the 1955 Scholastic Writing Awards. The 
honors are First Awards (Certificate of Merit, plus 
$25), Honorable Mention (Certificate of Merit, plus a 


SHORT STORY 


FIRST AWARDS 

BELLO, RUTH THERESA, 16, North Dal- 
las H. S., Dallas, Tex. “He Stands Alone.” 
Teacher, Minnie Roberts. 

CLOVER, FRANK, 17, Lubbock (Tex.) H. 
S. “May They Not Walk Alone.” Teacher, 
Juanita W. Bourns. 

ELLISON, LIANE, 18, Ogden (Utah) H. S. 
“It Ain't Never Happened Before.” Teach- 
er, W. R. Thornley. 

FITZMAURICE, VICTOR, 15, Ventura 
(Calif.) H. S. “Face of the Waters.’ Teach- 
er, Betty Whiteman. 

HOBBS, JAMES C., 16, Las Cruces 
(N. M.) H. S. “The Padre and the Peon.” 
Teacher, Ellen B. McClure. 

HUHTA, JUDY, 18, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. “Food for My Farmer.” Teacher, 
Harold Keables. 

ISH, D. ALLEN, 17, Ridgewood (N.J.) 
H. S. “Carbon Copy.” Teacher, Herbert 
V. Ogden. 

JAEGER, RICHARD, 18, Horace Greeley 
H. S., Chappaqua, N. Y. “Great to Be 
Back.” Teacher, Sylvia Kurson. 

SWANSON, PAT, 17, Newton (Kans.) H. 
S. “Jay.” Teacher, Elva McBeth. 

TROPP, SHAWNA, 17, The Bronx H. S. 
of Science, New York, N. Y. “Higher Than 
Everest.” Teacher, Mollie R. G. Epstein. 


JUDGES 





Winfield T. Scott — 
poet; editor; former 





Babette Deutsch— 
poet; author, Animal, 
Vegetable, Mineral. 


HONORABLE MENTION 

Bennett, Diane Catherine, 17, Rochester 
(Minn.) H. S. “The Store-Bought Dress.” 
Teacher, Anna May Gossman. 

Fairman, Larry, 17, Central Sr. H. S., 
Springfield, Mo. ‘The Tree.’ Teacher, Edith 
Moore. 

Garnett, Richard, 17, San Diego (Calif.) 
H. S. “Gorilla.” Teacher, Florence Eaton. 

Koester, Susan, 14, Campbell Union 
(Calif.) H. S. “Short Story.” Teacher R. E. 
Campbell. 

Marthenke, Patricia, 17, Edwin Denby 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. “Dedication.” Teach- 
er, Jackson L. Rosecrance. 

Noyes, Jack Edward, 16, The Gilbert 
School, Winsted, Conn. “The Scarab.” 
Teacher, Katharine Morehardt. 

Paul, Diana, 16, Evanston Township (ill.) 
H. S. “El Morro.” Teacher, Mary L. Taft. 

Runne, Rein, 17, Lakewood (N. J.) H. S. 
“Liberty or Death.” Teacher, Joseph E. 
Sheehan. 

Wilkins, Joe H., 17, McKinley H. S., 
Washington, D.C. ‘’Scrubland Nightmare.” 
Teacher, Adelaide H. Truesdell. 

Yanko, Helen, 17, Berwick (Pa.) H. S. 
“Girl Reporter.” Teacher, Helen Ross Rus- 
sell. 








Sheaffer Snorkel Pen), and Commendation (Certificate 
of Merit). First Awards and Honorable Mentions are 
listed here by category; turn to page 44 for Commenda- 
tions. National honors in the Junior Division will be 
announced in the May 18 issue of Junior Scholastic. 


JUDGES 


’ 


Eudora Welty—short 
story writer; author 
of The Ponder Heart. 





John D. Weaver — 
popular story writer 
for top magazines. 


Hansford Martin — 
short story writer; 
former Awards winner. 


POETRY 


Robert S. Hillyer — 
Pulitzer Prize-winning 
Awards winner. poet; noted lecturer. 


FIRST AWARDS 


ALLRED, PENNY, 17, Ogden (Utah.) H. 
S. Teacher, W. R. Thornley. 

BAKER, SUSAN JOYCE, 16, The Gilbert 
School, Winsted, Conn. Teacher, Katharine 
L. Morehardt. 

BEAGLE, PETER, 15, The Bronx H. S. of 
Science, New York, N. Y. Teacher, Mollie 
R. G. Epstein. 

GRUDIN, ROBERT H., 16, Red Bank 
(N. J.) H. S. Teacher, Margaret H. Thomp- 
son. 

HARRINGTON, DIXIE LYNNE, 15, La- 
moni (lowa) H. S. Teacher, Roy MacDonald. 

HATCH, KAYE, 17, Ogden (Utah) H. S. 
Teacher, W. R. Thornley. 

KURTI, THOMAS M., 17, Woodbury 
(Conn.) H. S. Teacher, Clarine C. Grenfell. 

NORRIS, ANNE, 16, The Baldwin School, 
Bryn Mawr, Pa. Teacher, Marion €E. 
Stearns. 

SEARLE, WILLIAM, 17, Shorewood (Wis.) 
H. S. Teacher, Carolyn L. Cremeens. 

WHELTON, CLARK E., 17, Wethersfield 
(Conn.) H. S. Teacher, Marjorie V. Wind- 
sor. 


HONORABLE MENTION 


Couse, Linda, 17, Wilkinsburg (Pa.) H.S 
Teacher, Viola Smith. 


Durst, Bob, 16, Lamar H. S., Houston, 
Tex. Teacher, Helen Greenwood. 


Eskridge, Ellen, 17, Long Beach (N. Y.) 
H. S. Teacher, Howard Harrison. 


Field, Joanne, 14, The Bronx H. S. of 
Science, New York, N. Y. Teacher, Dorothy 
F. Applebaum. 


Harr, Barbara, 17, Naperville (Ill.) Com- 
munity H. S. Teacher, Dorothy Scroggie 


Hurwitz, Joseph Bernard, 16, William 
McKinley H. S., Washington, D. C. Teacher, 
Adelaide H. Truesdell. 


McNaughton, Brian, 19, Red Bank (NJ 
H. S. Teacher, Margaret H. Thompson. 


Slager, William L., 17, Dickinson (Tex.) 
H. S. Teacher, Will Hofheinz. 


Weir, Jean, 17, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. Teacher, Harold Keables. 


Winston, Paul G., 14, The High School 
of Music and Art, New York, N. Y. Teach- 
er, Judith R. Schoenberg. 
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SHORT SHORT STORY 


FIRST AWARDS 

BELL, ELLEN, 17, West Seattle (Wash.) 
H. S. “Meeting the Spider.’ Teacher, Belle 
McKenzie. 

BORSI, EMILIA, 18, Dwight Morrow H. S. 
Englewood, N. J. “The Viaduct.” Teacher, 
Sally Winfrey. 

CASE, DAVID, 17, Gloversville (N. Y.) 
H. S. “Il Wait on a Hill.” Teacher, Mary 
Evelyn Connors. 

ECKHART, CAROL LYNN, 17, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. “Midnight Mother.” Teacher, 
Harold Keables. 

HATFIELD, BEVERLY, 20, Miles School, 
Tucson, Ariz. ‘Ellen.’ Teacher, Bill Jeffries. 

HOWELL, SUSIE, 15, Quincy (Calif.) H. 
S. “Nostalgia.” Teacher, Lila Mendosa. 

HUFF, DEANNA, 17, Trinity County H. S., 
Weaverville, Calif. “Riverwater.” Teacher, 
Agnes Ellis. 

TUCKER, BRUCE, 16, Long Beach (Calif.) 
Polytechnic H.S. “Doubt.” Teacher, Mildred 
E. Ritchie. 

WEIR, JEAN, 17, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. “Storm.” Teacher, Harold Keables. 

WICKES, DEBORAH, 17, Horace Greeley 
H. S., Chappaqua, N. Y. “Hidden Eyes.” 
Teacher, Sylvia Kurson. 
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HONORABLE MENTION 

Anderson, Phyllis, 16, East H. S., Kansas 
City, Mo. “Stranger Than Fiction.” Teacher, 
Neva A. Hutton. 

Gruber, Lovis Nover, 16, Dreher H. S., 
Columbia, S. C. “The Ghost of Dr. Mel- 
chyl.” Teacher, Pattie Parker. 

Hansen, Carole, 16, Campbell (Calif.) 
Union H.S. “Pretty.” Teacher, James R. 
Canterbury. 

Jenkins, Edwin, 16, Woodrow Wilson H. 
S., Washington, D. C. “Dear Father . . .” 
Teacher, Alice M. Zerwick. 

Kittel, Robert, 15, Minnehaha Academy, 
Minneapolis, Minn. “Balloon.” Teacher, G. 
Adelyn Berg. 

Leland, Sanford C., 17, Northampton 
(Mass.) H. S. “Sea Breeze.” Teacher. Ethel 
S. Saunders. 

Simpson, George, 17, Wellington (Kans.) 
H. S. “Batter Up!” Teacher, Pauline Shoc- 
key 

Stuefloten, Don, 16, Hemet (Calif.) H. S. 
“The Box.” Teacher, Frances R. Hagen. 

Weir, Jean, 17, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. “Evening.” Teacher, Harold Keables. 

Weir, Jean, 17, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. “The Noontide of the First Day.” 
Teacher, Harold Keables. 


WA 


JUDGES 


Bernadine Kielty— 
well-known editor of 
anthologies of fiction. 


Harry Sylvester— 
writer; expert on Lat- 
in American culture. 


Gladys Schmitt—nov- 
elist; former winner 
of Scholastic Awards. 





JUDGES 


Shirley Jackson — es- 
sayist, author of Life 
Among the Savages. 


Warren Bower—book 
critic; assistant dean 
of education, N.Y.U. 


J. Frank Dobie—av- 
thor and professor; 
Texas folklore expert. 


FIRST AWARDS 

COX, BOB, 16, East H. S., Denver, Colo. 
“Dangers in Skin Diving.” Teacher, Kath- 
rine F. Hoffman. 

DROBNIS, DANIEL, 15, Evanston (ill.) 
Township H. S. “Made in U.S.A.” Teacher, 
Frances Rouse. 

FINCHER, JEANNETTE, 17, West Seattle 
(Wash.) H.S. ‘Eight Wheels Down.” Teach- 
er, Belle McKenzie. 

HARPER, WESLEY, 15, Evanston (ill.) 
Township H. S. “One Pitch.” Teacher, Edith 
L. Baumann. 

MacGILLIVRAY, KENNETH, 17, Evanston 
(.) Township H. S. “Inner Struggle.” 
Teacher, Mary L. Taft. 

MOSSBERGER, CAROL, 16, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. “Mizpoh.’’ Teacher, Harold 
Keables. 

PAULSON, PEGGY ANN, 17, Evanston 
(11.) Township H. S. “The Problem.” Teach- 
er, Mary L. Taft. 

PILLER, GAIL, 17, Horace Greeley H. S., 
Chappaqua, N. Y. “Goodbye, Bette.” 
Teacher, Sylvia M. Kurson. 

SPARKS, DEANE F., 21, Thomas Carr 
Howe H. S., Indianapolis, Ind. “Night Up 
Front.” Teacher, Ellen O’Drain. 

WEED, KIRT, 17, Grosse Pointe (Mich.) 
H. S. ‘From The Valley.” Teacher, Doris K. 
Trott. 


ESSAY 


HONORABLE MENTION 

Allred, Penny, 17, Ogden (Utah) H. S. 
“At the Age of Departure.” Teacher, W. 
R. Thornley. 

Baird, Ralyn, 16, Bothell (Wash.) H. S. 
“The ‘Grief’ of Bothell High.” Teacher, 
Amy Stickney. 

Klett, Richard H., 16, Union-Endicott H. 
S., Endicott, N. Y. “A Week in the Life of 
a Counselor at Camp.” Teacher, Elizabeth 
M. Rasmussen. 

McQueeney, Sally, 18, Ellsworth Me- 
morial H. S., South Windsor, Conn. “An 
Open cetter to My Parents.” Teacher, Esther 
Mohn. 

Piller, Gail, 17, Horace Greeley H. S., 
Chappaqua, N. Y. “All Time Can Hold.” 
Teacher, Sylvia M. Kurson. 

Qualley, Cyra, 17, Missoula County H. S., 
Missoula, Mont. “Cliff Dweller.” Teacher, 
Helen K. Fink. 

Shafer, Howard, 16, Ben Lomond H. S., 
Ogden, Utah. ‘Downhill Run.” Teacher, 
Margaret E. Neal. 

Siegel, Helen, 17, Washington Irving H. 
S., New York, N. Y. “Adventures and Mis- 
adventures.” Teacher, Lillian B. Amdur. 

Vonderheit, Sandra LaVerne, 17, Jeffer- 
son H. S., Portland, Ore. “Exchange Stu- 
dent Blues.” Teacher, Elizabeth Parker. 

Wickes, Deborah, 17, Horace Greeley 
H. S., Chappaqua, N. Y. “Fresh Air.” 
Teacher, Sylvia Kurson. 








Gertrude Broderick— 
radio expert, U.S. 
Office of Education. 


Alon Schneider 





FIRST AWARDS 

POHLAND, CAROLYN, 17, Southeastern 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. “The Seeing Eye.” 
Teacher, George M. Hackman. 

SPEER, BARBARA, 16, The Baldwin 
School, Bryn Mawr, Pa. “Facets of a Dia- 
mond.” Teacher, Joan K. Fillmore. 

SWIFT, JANE, 15, Pershing H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. “A Peculiar People.” Teacher, 
James F. Sebaly. 

VAN WINGEN, MARJORIE, 18, North- 
western H. S., Detroit, Mich. “A Review 
on The Mudlark.” Teacher, Eula Gayl Cutt. 

WOODARD, NELSON, E., 16, Union- 
Endicott H. S., Endicott, N. Y. “Miracle 
of Textiles.’ Teacher, Elizabeth Rasmussen. 


HONORABLE MENTION 

Cooper, Gwendolyn Sue, 16, Fayette Co. 
H. S., Fayette, Ala. “Contributions of 
Woodrow Wilson.’ Teacher, Frankie N. 
Martin. 

Coykendall, Robert, 18, Bulkeley, H. S., 
Hartford, Conn. ‘Nuclear Fission.” Teach- 
er, Dorothy G. Potter. 


JUDGES 





film, radio writer: 
Sorry, Wrong No 


HIATVCUATALU WHY HVV MY HVYEN HHUA SOHAL AVAL 


Teacher, Harold Keables. 


Christ Back in Christmas. 


Broadway producer 
and dramo professor. 


EXPOSITORY ARTICLE 


Devlin, Mary Frances, 17, St. Mary's 
Interparochial H. S., Witchita, Kans. ‘The 
Thesaurus.” Teacher, Alice Sinclair. 

Houriet, Robert Blaine, 17, John R. 
Buchtel H. S., Akron, Ohio. “W. Somerset 
Maugham.” Teacher, Anna Simpson. 

Hupp, Virginia J., 16, Berthoud (Colo.) 
H. S. “My Community and the World.” 
Teacher, Mabel Preston 

Landry, Bartholomew, 18, St. Augustine's 
Seminary, Bay St. Lovis, Miss. ‘How Bad 
Are Teenagers? Or Are They?” Teacher, 
Rev. Norbert L. Schuler, S.V.D. 

Masson, Evelyn Sophie, 17, Dedham 
(Mass.) H. S. “A Free Press. Teacher, 
Joseph Ryan. 

Roberts, Lawrence G., 17, Staples H. S., 
Westport, Conn. ‘Pearl Buck.’ Teacher, 
Gladys E. Mansir. 

Spydell, Alice, 18, Simsbury (Conn.) H. 
S. “Communism Versus Democracy.” Teach- 
er, Esther B. Richards. 

Williams, John, 17, Dearborn (Mich.) H. 
S. “Einstein.” Teacher, Isabel Johnson. 


FIRST AWARDS 
KINNEY, RICHARD C., 17, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. ‘Knight of 


McAFEE, JOCELYN, 16, 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. “The Boy Who Put 
Teacher, Ethel 


HONORABLE MENTION 
Alver, Karen, 17, Oak Park 
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ORIGINAL DRAMA 


Forest H. S. “The Mistokc Teacher, Mil- 
dred Linden. 


Grail.” Despord, Ronald A., 18, Millbury (Mass.) 


Memorial H. S. “Insubordination.”” Teacher 


Denby Thomas A. Hamilton 


Hardee, Jo Ann, 16, Redford H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. “When Santa Was a Day 
Late.” Teacher, Mildred Lipe 


Tincher. 
R 1 - } 
ROSS, LINDA, 17, Ook Park (Ill.) River 5, se fp 5, ras chat wedins om 
Forest H. S. “Mishiko.” Teacher, Mildred oo = vengennes.” Youshen, Sonquetas 
Lucile Fletcher Wallop Linden. mom. 


Russano, Barbora, 14, James Madison 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y The Reunion 


River Teacher, Elizabeth Freilicher. 


JUDGES 





Dorothy Dunbar 
Bromley—news writer, 
dir. of public affairs 





Leonard A. Paris — 
magazine writer, edi- 
tor; publicity, TWA, 





Harland Manchester 
Roving Editor, Read- 
er's Digest; writer 





SPECIAL AWARDS 


University of Pittsburgh 
four-year tuition scholarship 
to 
Peter Beagle, 15 
Bronx (N. Y.) H.S. of Science 
Teacher, Mollie R. G. Epstein 


(See page 28) 


University of Idaho 
one-year tuition scholarship 


Carol Mossberger, 16 
South H.S., Denver, Colo. 
Teacher, Harold Keables 


(See page 36) 


classifications 
to 
Jean Weir, 17 


Ernestine Taggard Award of 
$50 for the best portfolio 
entry in at least 3 


South H.S., Denver, Colo. 
Teacher, Harold Keables 





Jean Weir 


















SHORT STORY 


Andersen, John, 17, Westside H. S., 
Omaha, Nebr. Teacher, Ethel B. Davidson. 

Anderson, Jean, 18, Wethersfield (Conn.) 
H. 8. Teacher, Marjorie V. Windsor. 

Anderson, Phyllis, 16, East H. S., Kansas 
City, Mo. Teacher, Neva A. Hutton. 

Beagle, Peter, 15, The Bronx H. S. of 
3cience, New York, N. Y. Teacher, Mollie 
R. G. Epstein. 

Bell, Ellen, 17, West Seattle (Wash.) H.S. 
Teacher, Belle McKenzie. 

Boyle, Diane, 18, Ogden (Utah), H. S 
Teacher, W. R. Thornley. 

Colin, Carol, 16, Westfield (N. J.) H. S 
Teacher, Gertrude E. Foutz. 

Comstock, Rolland, 18, Central H. S., 
Springfield, Mo. Teacher, Edith Moore. 

Cusano, Rosa Jane, 17, Middletown (Ohio) 
H. S. Teacher, Mabel Eldridge. 

Donovan, Richard Austin, 17, John Mar- 
shall H. S., Rochester, N. Y. Teacher, Kath- 
erine M. Saunders. 

Edelstein, Judith S., 17, Calvin Coolidge 
H. S., Washington, D. C. Teacher, Eliza- 
beth Chase 

Engbretsen, Nancy, 16, Brewster (N. Y.) 
Central School. Teacher, Julius Arnold 

Evans, Arda Lou, 18, East H. S., Salt Lake 
City 2, Utah. Teacher, Pansye H. Powell 

Frey, Noel, 17, St. Mary School, Marion, 
Ohio. Teacher, Sister Rita Agnes. 

Gleason, Lynne Christian, 15, Cleveland 
H. S., Portland, Ore. Teacher, Stanley F 
McLaughlin. 

Hartman, Patsy Jean, 17, Wyandotte H. S., 
Kansas City, Kans. Teacher, H. A. Billings- 
ley. 

Hodge, Margaret, 17, Snohomish (Wash.) 
H. S. Teacher, Mildred Blossey 

Hudson, Marie, 17, Evanston Township 
(tll.) H. S. Teacher, Mary L. Taft 

Miller, Andrea, 16, Haverstraw (N. Y.) H 
S. Teacher, Kathryn R. McManus. 

Parker, Nancy, 16, Binghamton (N. Y.) 
H. S. Teacher, Dorothy Ayers 

Poe, Bill, 17, Bolton H. S., Alexandria, 
La. Teacher, Inez Parker. 

Reynolds, Mitchell William, 17, South H 
S., Denver, Colo. Teacher, Harold Keables 

Smith, Heather Lee, 15, Albany, (N. Y.) 
Academy for Girls. Teacher, Ella R. Rob- 
inson 

Stewart, Carol, 18, Newton (Kans.) H.S 
Teacher, Wilbur Smith. 

Trefthen, Eilynne, 16, Horace Greeley H. 
S., Chappaqua, N. Y. Teacher, Sylvia Kur- 
son 


SHORT-SHORT STORY 


Anspach, Michael, 17, Mumford H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. Teacher, S. Yost 

Berentson, Anne, 17, Greenwich (Conn.) 
H. S. Teacher, Margery M. Pierce. 

Bowers, Elnora Lee, 17, Albuquerque 
(N.M.) H. S. Teacher, Lucile E. Welch. 

Butler, Jay, 16, Ogden (Utah) H.S. Teach- 
er, W. R. Thornley 

Faergeman, Ole, 16, Greenwich (Conn.) 
H. S. Teacher, Elizabeth Sullivan. 

Finch, Donald G., 17, Waukegan Town- 
ship (Ill.) H. S. Teacher, Emerson H. Cole. 

Gasta, Carl, 17, Bay City (Mich.) Central 
H. S. Teacher, Helen F. Wyneken. 

Geller, Stephen A., 15, Stuyvesant H. S., 
New York, N. Y. Teacher, Margaret Lob- 
senz 

Gold, Sue, 17, Greeley (Colo.) H. S. 
Teacher, Dora Blagen. 

Hemenway, Waverly Louise, 17, Bolton 
H. S., Alexandria, La. Teacher, Inez Parker. 

Hill, Conchita, St. Gertrude H. S., St. 
Clair Shores, Mich. Teacher, Sister M. 
Michaeline, S.S.J. 

Jarzembowski, James J., 17, Sacred Heart 
Seminary, Detroit, Mich. Teacher, Rev. 
Francis X. Canfield 

Legare, Emilie, 16, Norwich (Conn.) Free 
Academy. Teacher, Virginia Leary. 

Lowe, Lesley Ellen, 16, Woodrow Wilson 
H. S., Washington, D. C. Teacher, Norma 
J Kale 





Commendations—senior pivision 


Lubchansky, Jane Ellen, 14, New London 
(Conn.) H. S. Teacher, John K. Balentine. 

Mallia, Robert P., 16, Naugatuck (Conn.) 
H. S. Teacher, Jeanette Matzkin. 

Morey, Karen, 16, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. Teacher, Harold Keables. 

Rosenstreich, Saul J., 17, Norwich (Conn.) 
Free Academy. Teacher, Lilla C. Hersey. 

Schlossberg, Bayla, 15, The Bronx H. S. 
of Science, New York, N. Y. Teacher Doro- 
thy F. Applebaum. 

Smith, Carl H., 17, Montgomery Blair H. 
S., Silver Springs, Md. Teacher, M. Robison. 

Smith, Mary Gayle, 17, Hattiesburg ( Miss.) 
H. S. Teacher, Evelyn Steadman. 

Stepp, Edward, 16, Northwestern H. S., 
Hyattsville, Md. Teacher, William E. Smith. 

Teare, Robert N., 17, Evanston (Ill.) Town- 
ship H. S. Teacher, Mary L. Taft. 

Wee, Paul, 17, Edwin Denby H. S., Detroit, 
Mich. Teacher, Jackson L. Rosecrance. 


ESSAY 


Barry, Delbert, 19, Sundown (Tex.) H. S. 
Teacher, Frank Steen. 

Cameron, Elizabeth Loring, 16, Horace 
Greeley H. S., Chappaqua, N. Y. Teacher 
Sylvia M. Kurson. 

Carroll, Patricia, 17, Chagrin Falls (Ohio) 
H. S. Teacher, Elsa Jane Carroll. 

Cristina, Louise, 15, Saint Anne Academy, 
Marlboro, Mass. Teacher, Sister Mary Alma 
of the Sacred Heart, S.S.A. 

Ellison, Liane, 18, Ogden (Utah) H. S. 
Teacher, W. R. Thornley. 

Engbretsen, Nancy, 16, Brewster (N. Y.) 
Central School. Teacher, Julius Arnold. 

Fitch, Nancy, 17, Elyria (Ohio) H. S. 
Teacher, Alice Stofer. 

Harmon, Larry, 17, Chagrin Falls (Ohio) 
H. S. Teacher, Elsa Jane Carroll. 

Herrick, Elizabeth, 16, East H. S., sDenver, 
Colo. Teacher, Kathrine F. Hoffman. 

Hopkins, Thomas, 18, Middletown (Ohio) 
H. S. Teacher, Mabel Eldridge. 

Huhta, Judy, 18, South H. S., Denver, 
Colo. Teacher, Harold Keables. 

Jones, Barbara, 16, Meriden (Conn.) H.S. 
Teacher, Alice C. Grey. 

Leszezynski, Zigmund Joseph 15, Plain- 
field (N. J.) H. S. Teacher, Elizabeth Hage- 
man 

Long, Janet, 15, Templeton (Calif.) Union 
H. S. Teacher, Frances Campbell. 

Olson, Lynn F., 16, Minnehaha Academy, 
Minneapolis, Minn. Teacher, Frances C. J. 
Armstrong. 

Pandolfe, Frances L., 17, Mt. St. Joseph 
Academy, Hartford, Conn. Teacher Carmella 
M. Campanelli 

Peyerimhoff, Nicole de, 18, Northrop Col- 
legiate School, Minneapolis, Minn. Teacher, 
Janet Stewart. 

Scott, Arden, 16, Horace Greeley H. S., 
Chappaqua, N. Y. Teacher, Sylvia M. Kur- 
son. 

Swenberg, Corinne, 16, Central H. S., Red 
Wing, Minn. Teacher, Florence McBride. 

Thatcher, Laurel, Salem H. S., Sugar City, 
Idaho. 

Towery, Foster Carlisle, 18, Indiana Springs 
School, Helena, Ala. Teachers, James H. 
Mason, Virginia Furbee. 

Wadhams, John D., 17, Bloomfield (Conn.) 
H. S. Teacher, Marcia W. Zabriskie. 

Wickes, Deborah, 17, Horace Greeley H.S.., 
Chappaqua, N. Y. Teacher, Sylvia M. Kur- 
son. 

Winslow, Francene, 17, Grundy Center 
(Iowa) Community School. Teacher, Sue 
Dodd. 

Winston, Paul G., 14, High School of 
Music and Art, New York, N. Y. Teacher, 
Judith R. Schoenberg. 


POETRY 


Bell, Mary Anne, 17, Washburn H. S., 
Minneapolis, Minn. Teacher, Margaret J. 
Tyrholm 

Bertagnolli, Donna, 18, Ogden (Utah) H. 
S. Teacher, W. R. Thornley. 

Boyle, Diane, 18, Ogden (Utah), H. S. 
Teacher, W. R. Thornley. 






Chamberlin, Michael, 17, Evanston (IIl.) 
Township H. S. Teacher, Mary L. Taft. 

Conley, Barbara Gail, 17, St. Scholastica 
School, Chicago, Ill. Teacher, Sr. Mary Paul. 

Conover, Grandin, Washington-Lee H. S., 
Arlington, Va. Teacher, Mary M. Councell. 

Cordner, Nancy, 17, Manchester (Conn.) 
H. S. Teacher, Helen Estes. 

Dougherty, John, 17, Notre Dame Aca- 
demy, Staten Island, N. Y. Teacher, Mother 
St. George. 

Dunlap, Cynthia M., 16, Manchester 
(Conn.) H. S. Teacher, Gilbert Hunt. 

Dushman, Miriam, The Bronx H. S. of 
Science, New York, N. Y. 

Greer, Linda, 16, Mt. Lebanon H. S.., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. Teacher, Virginia Elliott. 

Hatfield, Beverly, 20, Miles School, Tuc- 
son, Ariz. Teacher, Bill Jeffries. 

Hemenway, Waverly Louise, 17, Bolton 
H. S., Alexandria, La. Teacher, Inez Parker 

Hudson, Marie, 17, Evanston (Ill.) Town- 
ship H. S. Teacher, Mary L. Taft. 

Ish, D. Allen, 17, Ridgewood (N. J.) H. S 
Teacher, Herbert V. Ogden. 

Klawitter, Robert Louis, 16, Hobart (Ind.) 
H. S. Teacher, Gladys Anderson. 

Mayes, Charlotte Anne, 18, Coral Gables 
(Fla.) H. S. Teacher, Mary C. Ions. 

Mostowitz, Tauby, 17, The Bronx H. S. of 
Science, New York, N. Y. Teacher, Mollie 
R. G. Epstein. 

Ronquist, Eyvind, 15, Nicholas Senn H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. Teacher, Marie Garo. 

Scott, Molly, 17, Wellsville (N. Y.) Cen- 
tral School, Teacher, Charles D. Fuller. 

Sulecki, Judy, 15, Fairfax H. S., Los An- 
geles, Calif. Teacher, D. McGrath 

Trout, Nelda, 18, East Lansing (Mich.) 
H. S. Teacher, Patrick D. Hazard. 

Wilson, William, 17, Monessen (Pa.) H. S 
Teacher, Wiima E. Lander. 

Winkler, Katherine A., 17, East Hartford 
(Conn.) H. S. Teacher, E. B. Larrabee. 


DRAMATIC SCRIPT 


Goodman, Myrna, 17, Cheyenne (Wyo.) 
H. S. Teacher, Mildred U. Beck. 

Matsik, John Eugene, 17, Dunkirk (N. Y.) 
H. S. Teacher, Catherine A. Morrissey. 

McAfee, Jocelyn, 16, Edwin Denby H. S 
Detroit, Mich. Teacher, Ethel Tincher. 

Pool, James Kelly, 17, Jefferson City (Mo.) 
Jr. College. Teacher, Flo L. Summers. 

Spann, Sarah, 16, Cheyenne (Wyo.) H. S 
Teacher, Mildred U. Beck. 


EXPOSITORY ARTICLE 


Beitzely Helen Catherine, So. Milwaukee 
(Wis.) H. S. 

Bird, Roger C., 16, Allentown (Pa.) H. S. 
Teacher, Dorothy Schlicher. 

Branen, Linda, 15, Ponca City (Okla.) H 
S. Teacher, Aubrey C. Witt. 

Christensen, Marla, 17, Burlington (Ia.) 
H. S. Teacher, Anna Mae Lawther. 

Coyle, Brian, 18, De La Salle Institute, 
New York, N. Y. Teacher, Rev. Brother 
Aelred, F.S.C. 

Dale, Billie, 17, Trinity Co. H. S., Weaver- 
ville, Calif. Teacher, Agnes Ellis. 

Daulton, Jo, 16, Will Rogers H. S., Tulsa, 
Okla. Teacher, Tommie Barnes. 

Kelsey, Linda, 15, Housatonic Valley Re- 
gional H. S., Falls Village, Conn. Tea_ne.-, 
Russell L. Erwin. 

Lyons, Betty, 17, Mount Marty H.S., Yank- 
ton, S. D. Teacher, Sister M. Verona, O.S.B. 

Martia, Malcolm, 16, Montgome B a.. 
H. S., Silver Spring, Md. Teacher, M. Rob- 
ison. 

Menendez, Moran, 16, The Bronx H. S. of 
Science, New York, N. Y. 

Petersen, Robert L., 15, Pocatello (Idaho) 
H. S. Teacher, Eulalia Call. 

Smith, Perry, 17, Central Sr. H. S., Spring- 
field, Mo. Teacher, Edith Moore. 

Stefanski, Ben S., Jr., 16, Gilmour Acad- 
emy, Gates Mills, Ohio. Teacher, Bro. Fran- 
cis Englert, C.S.C. 

Wikins, Joe H., 17, William McKinley H. 
S., Wasaington, D. C. Teacher, Adelaide H 
Truesdell. 
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QUIZ ¢ Test Yourself on This Issue of Literary Cavalcade 


Reading Comprehension Quizzes ° 
Vocabulary Building * 


NAME 





Of You, For You, By You... 


As you enjoy the variety of fun in this issue—from skin 
diving to rice-picking to ball-playing—some of the experi- 
ences will mean more to you than others. These are the 
experiences that seem most real, because they remind you 
of something you have felt, or seen, or reacted to. Each of 
you will have a different list of these “favorites.” But in all 
of the selections you will find something familiar, some- 
thing that especially “rings a bell” for you. 

That’s probably the main reason why these are winning 
selections. They are convincing, real—because they describe 
things the authors have felt, or seen, or reacted to. That 
doesn’t mean that every story is “true.” The actual situations 
are built of a combination of observation and imagination. 
But the basic thoughts, feelings, and reactions are, or were, 
the author’s. They are true. And they are what makes the 
story real to you. 

The quizzes that follow are based on student-written 
selections from this issue. Each section of the quiz covers 
the titles that are listed at the beginning of that section. 
After you've read these selections, test yourself by taking 
the quiz that applies to each group of titles. 

In the blank space before each quotation, write the 
number of the title (listed above the section) to which the 
quotation applies. You may use each title more than once. 
Count four points for each. 


It Happened to You 


You've probably had most of the experiences in these 
selections yourself. 

1. Batter Up! (p. 4) 

. Good-bye, Bette (p. 12) 
. Great to Be Back (p. 16) 
. Nostalgia (p. 18) 

__a. “. . . he says I like you because we have decided 

not to say love until later because . . . we are too young 
but it is just a gesture because I want to tell him . . .” 
b. “I wanted to look at her . . . I wondered what I 
would be seeing if she were not my sister. I wondered what 
the boy... 
at him.” 

__c. “Unless he’s got ice-water veins he is just about as 
scared as I am.” 


— Cw bo 


would see as she opened the door and smiled 


_d. “My stomach was still jumping around, and I kept 
yawning and stretching to stop the tightness in my body.” 
__e. “I could tell them ... that the room seemed too 


MAY, 1955 


Topics for Composition and Discussion 
Evaluating Standards and Ideas * 


Literary Appreciation « Crossword Puzzle 


CLASS = __ MAY, 1955 





big for one person, that I missed those serious, whispered 
talks just before we went to sleep.” 

f. “It felt good being dirty. It gave me an itchy feel- 
ing that made me look forward to getting back on the field.” 


My score____ 
Something Special 


You too have had special and “different” experiences, 
though probably not the same ones described in these 
selections. 

1. Night Up Front (p. 7) 

2. Dangers in Skin Diving (p. 10) 

3. From the Valley (p. 14) 

4. Mizpah (p. 36) 

5. May They Not Walk Alone (p. 38) 

__a. “It is hard to describe the beauty of the ocean floor. 
... A multitude of colors, both from fish and plants. . . . 
Even a shark is beautiful in its smooth graceful way.” 

b. “I had forgotten . . . how he walked, how he talked. 
But there was always his picture on the piano.” 

. . but Sammy only 
smiled back. The terror of a threat to his equality with other 
men scared him for a moment.” 

d. “I felt as though I were on top of the world . . . and 
yet 1. . . was on just a hill among colossal mountains.” 

e. “People who laugh at the sea should not go near 
it, because they may . . . find out too late that the sea should 
be respected.” 

_f. Maybe I would tell him that the peel of a naval 
orange is not good to eat and that the shiny stones in the 
field reminded me of brass butttons on his uniform.” 


ce. “The mailman said hello . 








ee e eer 


Crossword 
Puzzle 
Answer 


Sure you can turn 
this upside down if 
you want to. But 
why peek and spoil 
your fun? Puzzle is 
on page 46 of 
Cavalquiz. 
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g. “You dare not move for fear that you may miss the 
noises: a small twig broken under foot . . . the very slight 
sound of a hammer being pulled back to the cocked posi- 
tion.” 

Now 


what’s your last name?’ She tried to make her smile spon- 


h. “ ‘Slow down, Sonny, don’t get scared 


taneous.” 


My score____ 


Use Your Imagination 


In these selections, imagined plots or settings are so 
woven with true experience that the product of imagination 
is as convincing as reality 

1. Made in the U.S.A. (p. 5) 

2. Food for My Farmer (p. 8) 

3. Ellen (p. 22 

4. It Ain't Never Happened Before (p. 30) 

5. Mishiko (p. 34) 


6. Jay (p. 20) 


a. “He stayed there, squatting in front of the shelves 
.. . letting the warmth of the room soak into his body. . . . 
Gradually an alive feeling filled him .. .” 

b. “He had tried to understand his father’s explanation 
. . » but could only feel the sadness of his father’s tears.” 

ce. “This gun . will not hit the broad side of a barn 
even when the muzzle is placed right against it.” 

d. “The newly 


turned earth was lying fertile in the 


sun. He squeezed some hard in his hand. . . ‘She’s full of 
life,’ he said.” 

__e. “The last happy spurts of laughter would hang a 
moment on the air before dying in the forced hush that 
always followed the appearance of Miss Weedeen.” 

f. “‘Jus’ think, everyone’ll see the picture t'morrow, 
an’ maybe if you keep readin’ you c’n git it in again.’” 

_g. “You will always surpass me in this. . 
world, Ivan, marvels at your knack for inventing inventors.” 

h. “ “We're going down the road, she said. . . . She 
pushed out her chest, and took a deliciously deep breath, 
allowing the new sense of power to fill every part of her.” 


.. The whole 


__i. “Instantly he noticed a change in those about him. 
... He felt a sudden loss, a great loss.” 
j. ““When the gods are good to us . . . it is beyond the 
abilities of man to reap their kindnesses. . 
. dare to hope that all the rice will be ours.’” 
__k. “‘I would like to marry him and come to live on 
the farm with you. You know how men are though; some- 
times they don’t realize they have found the real thing.” 


. . We must not 


My total score____ 
(Perfect total score: 100) 


My score 


Cavalquiz Answers—No Fair Peeking! 

'Y-Z ‘he ‘1-9 ty-g “B-] ‘yp ‘e-g *p-g fo-T ‘q-g fv-p :uoy 
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l. The conscious self. * 1. Title of short short story 
4. Cage for poultry by Beverly Hatfield. 
®* 8. Subject of picture on 2. Large web-footed bird. 
cover, * 3. In “It Ain't (9 Down) 
*10. What Mishiko spent days Happened Before,” Jesse 
picking (see page 34). did not —_— the books 
*11. “May They Not Walk he read. 
” 4. Men who man a ship. 
12. Lively girl in “Food for 5. Lubricating liquid. 
My Farmer.” * 6. “Dangers in Skin Diving” 
*14. Hero of “Food for My describes thrills under 
karmer.’ < Seas ieee 
15. Promise. * 7. State (abbrev.) of the 
17. Small busy insect. Natl. H. S. Art Exhibi- 
18. More recent, tion. 
20. Small flying insect. 8. Sound a crow makes. 
21. “To be not to be...” i “Bae? 4 
22. 3.1416. pened Before.” 
23. Garden tool. 13. Attorney (abbrev.). 
°26. “Batter Up!” takes place 16. “The Lady ___. the 
in the ____. inning Tiger.” 
29. Anger. *19. Sadness, grief, felt but 


not understood by Jay. 


“Batter Up!” leaves you 
d 20. Popular rummy game. 


feeling that the author's 


°22. Kind of horse ridden in 
team probably ——_. “From (34 Down) Val- 
31. Signed note acknowledg- lay” 
ing debt (abbrev.). 23. Tease (slang). 
*33. “Good-bye, aN 24. Flat surfaces. 
35. Deep-toned musical in- 25. Kind of sailboat. 


26. Negative. 

37. Pain. 27. River in Italy. 
38. Musical drama 28. White with age. 
3 


struments like trumpets. 


eon ae : tol 

9. Small hut used for stor- 30. From (34 Down) Val 
age or shelter ley” is by Kirt —__. 
anh a "32. “Made in —.__..” 

40. Suffix meaning “pertain- °34 “From Valley.” 
ing to,” as in the word 36. United Productions of 
mercen America (abbrev.). 


Win on the Winners! 




















































































































e There are 48 words in this puzzle. The words starred 


with an asterisk (*) refer to student writing or student 
drawing in this issue. Allow yourself 3 points for each 
starred word (there are 18) and one point for each of the 
others. Add a bonus of 16 points if you get all the starred 
words right. If you get all the words, plus the bonus, you 
should have a total score of 100. Answers are on p. 45, but 
don’t look now. Wait until you have completed the puzzle. 
Why spoil your fun? 
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Letter 
Box 


What is your 
opinion? You write 
it; we'll print it, Ad- 
dress your letters to 
“Letter Box,” Liter- 
ary Cavalcade, 33 
W. 42nd St., New 
York 36, N. Y. 





(This page has nothing to do with 
the Awards, but it’s student-written 
too! We were so impressed by the re- 
sponse to our question about the story 
“The Failure,” in the April issue, that 
we wanted to pass along at least a few 
of your varied comments, We wish we 
had room also for your fine letters about 
“teen-aged monsters” (March issue), 
but we'll have to wait ’til next fall (re- 
new your subscription!). Meanwhile, 
here’s what you said about “The Fail- 
ure.” 

In the story, you remember, Phil 
cheated on an exam and was expelled 
from college. Knowing he had made a 
terrible mistake, but expecting some 
understanding and help, he went to his 
friends, the Hollisters. But Bob Hollis- 
ter, president of the student council, 
could not “go easy” on his friend Phil. 
Judge Hollister, who perhaps could 
have helped Phil out of his jam, pre- 
tended that he was too busy to see 
Phil. And Ellie Hollister, Phil’s girl, 
broke a long-planned date with him. 
Phil was shocked and disillusioned by 
their attitude. We asked if you thought 
his criticism of the Hollisters was fair. 

The following opinions are excerpts 
from vour letters.) 


Phil had no right to expect sympathy 
from the Hollisters, because there is no 
excuse for cheating on an exam... . . 
Phil let his father and the Hollisters 
down. Most of all, he let himself down 
by cheating. 

Douglas M. Kaploe 
St. John’s Military Academy 
Delafield, Wis. 


I have never read a story that made 
me react as violently as this one. As 
far as I know, there is not one person 
who hasn't made a mistake in his life. 
I most certainly do not believe that 
Phil should have been expelled for one 
mistake—especially with the good back- 
ground he had made for himself. He 
should have been talked to, or warned, 
and, if caught a second time—all right, 
expelled. 


Ellie and her family disgusted me. 
They were all for Phil when they 
thought he was going to make a good 
lawyer. One mistake—and he wasn't 
good enough for them. 


Judy Allison 
Milby HS. 
Houston, Tex. 


Phil expected more from the Hol- 
listers than he had a right. After all, 
what he did was intrinsically wrong and 
could never be justified, no matter what 
the circumstances. It would have been 
wrong for the Hollisters to condone his 
act. 

Patricia O’Brien 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


. .. I think Phil expected the Hollis- 
ters to feel sorry for him and tell him 
everything would be all right. Phil 
should have realized that he would 
have to help himself. I think his criti- 
cism was unfair, because Phil seemed 
to think it was everyone’s fault but 
his own. 

Carole Black 
Arthur Hill H.S. 
Saginaw, Mich. 


I do not think Phil’s criticism was 
unfair. After all, he had been good 
friends with the Hollisters and he was 
Ellie’s boy friend. . . . Who can a per- 
son turn to, if he can’t turn to a friend 
when he needs friends badly—especial- 
ly considering that Phil and his father 
weren't verv close? 

Margaret De Stefana 
New Castle, Pa. 


. . . If the Hollisters had given Phil 
some advice and encouragement, Phil’s 
attitude would have been different. 
Judge Hollister could have had the 
courtesy to speak to Phil, even though 
he didn’t accept or condone Phil’s 
thoughtless act. Phil needed moral sup- 
port, and when he went to his friends 
to get it, they let him down. 

Mary Ann Dilcher 
Glenbard HS. 
Glen Ellyn, Ill. 


. . . Judge Hollister might have been 
well read in law, but he was not very 
well informed on human relations. If 
anyone could have helped Phil, a judge 
who handles matters of cheating on a 
larger and more violent scale certainly 
could have. 

Phil was too upset to notice that the 
Hollisters were as ill at ease as he was. 
The reason for the way they acted was 
that they couldn’t think of any other 
way to act in a situation like this. 

Barbara Rubenstein 
Edgewood School 
Highland Park, Ill. 
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Phil’s character was not sound... . 
He had evidently cheated in high 
school. 

. . . I believe the judge was fair in 
reacting the way he did, but I dislike 
anyone who doesn’t come face to face 
with another person and tell him what 
he thinks of the situation. I believe the 
judge should have come out of his 
study and talked it over with Phil. 

Charles Wally 
Winona, Mich 


. . . The title, “The Failure,” can be 
applied to every individual in the story. 
Margret Pond 

Glen Ellyn, Ill 


Explosions! 
Dear Editor: 


In your April crossword puzzle, you 
asked for the abbreviation for dynamite. 
The answer, as listed, was “T.N.T.” 
T.N.T. is not the abbreviation for dyna- 
mite. Dynamite is glyceryl-trinitrate, 
C3H; (NO), soaked in sawdust. T.N.T. 
is the abbreviation for tri-nitro-toluol, 
C;H;( NO.) 3. 

Dale Morton 
Tiffin, Ohio 
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Chacklebt 


e The cartoon chuckles on this page are all winners from 
1955 Scholastic Art Awards. 


pulled down Awards (cash prizes), but that others (marked 
show } 


You'll notice that some 
will also be on exhibition (see page 24 











| hear they have a new secret weapon.” 


“| just washed my hair—can’t do a thing with it.” 


Award, Gp. Il, Bucky Milam, Beaumont (Tex.) H. S. 
4 
Show, Gp. Il, by Russell Myers, Will Rogers H. S., Tulsa, Okla, 











Show, Gp. Il, by Berry 

Matthews, Santa Cruz 
(Calif.) 

“All right, youse guys, chest out!’ 


High School 














“Pssst! Gotta Light?” 
Show, Gp. |, by Robert Nickels, Cen- 
tral H. S., St. 





Joseph, Missouri 





Award, Gp. Il, by Paul Mendoza, School of Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. 


Remind your teacher to renew your subscription to LITERARY CAVALCADE 
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Award in Mixed Media (mosaic), 

Group tl, by Laura Burroughs, 

17,.dohn Burroughs.School in 
Clayton, Missouri. 





Scholastic Magazines 
28th National High School Art Exhibition 


MAY 7 THROUGH MAY 31,1955 CARNEGIE INSTITUTE, PITTSBURGH, PA. 


1955 National High School Art Exhibition 


HE “cream of the crop” in art created by the high 

school students of America went on display in 
Carnegie Institute, Pittsburgh, on May 7 for the re- 
mainder of the month. This is the 28th year that the 
fine arts galleries have housed Scholastic Magazines’ 
National High School Art Exhibition. 

This exhibition is the finale of the school-year Scho- 
lastic Magazines Art Awards program, with preli- 
minary regional shows held in 40 areas earlier this year. 
Forwarded to Carnegie Institute for national judging 
were those art pieces which had been awarded gold 
achievement keys by regional juries. 

For areas without regional shows, entries were 
screened in Pittsburgh by a preliminary jury, who 
followed the same high standards as the regional juries 
in selecting the work for the final judging. 

Scholastic Magazines Art Awards are truly a school 
project. Art supervisors serve as regional chairmen 
and with their committees of art teachers advise the 
department stores, newspapers, and other institutions 


AUAUAUANDAY UAL EVNATETOOLADESEED ELLA AUEAADS DONG DATE ET TTL 


who sponsor the regional shows (see back cover). 
Entries are the best of work done regularly in the 
classrooms of junior and senior high schools. 

Students submitted about 170,000 entries this year 
from all 48 states and U. S. possessions. Of these, about 
36,000 pieces won places in regional exhibitions. A 
total of 1,567 entries have won places in the national 
show, representing 26 classifications in pictorial art, 
graphic arts, commercial art, design, sculpture and 
ceramics, and crafts. 

The 466 outstanding art pieces in this national show 
received cash awards of $25 each, donated chiefly by 
leading concerns in the art industry. In addition, 110 
seniors won scholarships to art schools and colleges on 
the basis of their outstanding portfolios. 

Scholastic Magazines and the national co-sponsors 
are proud to announce in these pages the results of the 
national judging. In the listing, Group I designates 
grades 7, 8, 9; Group II includes grades 10, 11, 12. 
Photography awards winners are listed on page 22. 
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Juries for 1955 Scholastic Magazines Art and Photography Awards 








Scholarship Jury 


Dr. Royal Bailey Farnum 
Formerly Executive Vice President, 
Rhode Island School of Design 
Richard B. Freeman 
Head of Art Department, 
University of Alabama 
Norman L. Rice 
Dean, College of Fine Arts, 
Carnegie Institute of Technology 


Preliminary Jury 
Gratia B. Groves 
Director of Art Education, Kanawha 
County Schools, Charleston, West Va. 
Grace Chadwick 
Coordinator of Art, Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Edward Dauterich 
Supervisor of Art Education, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Sculpture and Ceramics 


Egon Weiner 
Sculptor; Instructor, School of the 
Art Institute of Chicago 

Janet de Coux 
Sculptor, Gibsonia, Pa. 

Virgil Cantini 
Sculptor, Enamelist; Instructor, Fine 
Arts Dept., University of Pittsburgh 


Crafts, Design, Costume Design 


Edna O'Bryan 
Instructor, Applied Art Dept., 
lowa State College, Ames, lowa 
Nelle F. Peterson 
Craft Instructor, Art Center and 
University of Louisville, Ky. 
Else Regensteiner 
Textile Designer; Teacher of Weaving, 
Schoo! of the Art Institute of Chicago 
Frederic C. Clayter 
Goldsmith and Silversmith; Associate 
Professor, Carnegie Institute of Technology 





LITERARY CAVALCADE, PUBLISHED MONTHL 
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Florence Deletis 
Designer of Junior Sportswear, 
Marshall Coleman Co., New York City 
Marian Harvey 
Advertising Director, Woodrums’ Home 
Furnishings, Charleston, West Va. 
Helen Topp 
Associate Professor of Home Economics, 
Margaret Morrison Carnegie College 


Pictorial Art Jury 


Clinton Adams 
Painter, Lithographer; Chairman of Art 
Department, University of Kentucky 
Dong Kingman 
Painter; Teacher of Watercolor Painting, 
Columbia University; Famous Artists Schools 
John O’Connor, Jr. 
Former Assistant Director, Department of 
Fine Arts, Carnegie Institute 
Charles M. Robertson 
Professor of Art Teacher Education, 
Pratt Institute, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Samuel Rosenberg 
Painter; Professor of Drawing and Painting, 
Carnegie Institute of Technology 


Pictorial and Graphic Art 


Emil Weddige 
Lithographer, Painter, Designer; Assoc. 
Prof. of Design, University of Michigan 
Robert L. Lepper 
Painter, Designer; Professor of Design, 
Carnegie Institute of Technology 
Cy Hungerford 
Cartoonist, Pittsburgh Post-Gazette 
S. Q. Shannon 
Director, National Association of 
Greeting Card Publishers, New York 


Pictorial and Commercial Art 


Joseph V. Canzani 
Painter, Illustrator; Dean, Columbus 
Art School, Columbus, Ohio 





Halsey Davidson 
Art Director, Vice President of 
Campbell-Ewald Co., Detroit, Mich. 


Tom Ross 
Senior Art Director, 
Ketchum, Macleod & Grove, Pittsburgh 


Special Awards 


Walter Réad Hovey 
Head, Henry Clay Frick Fine Arts Dept., 
University of Pittsburgh 


James S. Storey 
Painter; Assistant Professor of Art, 
Pennsylvania College for Women 


Joseph C. Fitzpatrick 
Art Supervisor, Pittsburgh Public Schools 


Photography Jury 
Jacob Deschin, Chairman 
Photography Editor, N. Y. Sunday Times 
Willard D. Morgan 
Morgan & Lester, Publishers 
Ed Hannigan 
Editor, U. S. Camera 
Bill Sumits 
Photo Lab Chief, Time 
Avery Slack 
Photographer 
Arthur Rothstein 
Director of Photography, Look 
Bruce Downes 
Editor, Photography Magazine 
Jacquelyn Judge 
Editor, Modern Photography 
Herman Masin 
Sports Editor, Scholastic Magazines 


Roy Gallant 
Managing Editor, Scholastic Teacher 


_.Mary Jane Dunton 


Art Director, Scholastic Magazines 
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Ap-Art Srupio ScHoo., Pittsburgh: 
Robert Schellhardt, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Daniel Lee Kuruna. 

ALABAMA POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE, 
Auburn: Harold K. Hodges, Jr., Tusca- 
loosa (Ala.) Sr. H. S. T-Harriet B. 
Stogrin. 

AMERICAN ACADEMY OF ART, Chica- 
go: Charles F. Atwater, Jr., Ramsay 
H. S., Birmingham, Ala. T-Mary Brad- 
ley. 

ARIZONA STATE COLLEGE, Tempe, 2 
scholarships: Lois Rosenthal, Phoenix 
(Ariz.) Union H. S. T-]. Eugene Grigs- 
by, Jr.; Patricia Shook, Incarnate Word 
H. S., San Antonio, Tex. T-Sister Maria 
del Socorro. 

Art ACADEMY OF CINCINNATI, 3 
scholarships: Rogers Cleary, Purcell 
H. S., Cincinnati, Ohio. T-Bro. Francis 
J. Grisez, S. M.; Roy Morgan, Norwood 
(Ohio) H. S. T-J. P. Olmes; Nicholas 
Piano, Erie (Pa.) Tech. H. §. T-Joseph 
M. Plavean. 

Art CAREER ScHooLt, New York: 
Gerald Hahn, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-Herbert Ferris. 

Art CENTER AsSsOCIATION, Louis- 
ville: Robert G. Carter, Central H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Lucille M. Wathea. 

Art Center Scuooi, Los Angeles: 
Art Department: Robert E. Adinolfi, 
School of Industrial Art, New York, 
N. Y. T-Jacob I. Biegeleisen. Photog- 
raphy Department: Larry Leach, Bak- 
ersfield (Calif.) H. S. T-W. A. Dennis. 

Art Scuoo. or Detrrorr SocreTy OF 
Arts AND Crarts: Ross Van Dusen, 
Cooley H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Stella 
Shivickas. 


Art and 


Photography 


Scholarship Winners 


Scholarship Jury (I. to r.): Norman Rice, 
Dr. Royal B. Farnum, Richard B. Freeman 


Art STupENts LEAGUE oF NEW 
York: Richard Bobby, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Etero- 
vich. 

ATLANTA ART INstTITUTE: Carole V. 
Watson, Woodlawn H. S., Birmingham, 
Ala. T-Lucille Hambrick. 

Boston Museum ScuHoo., 2 scholar- 
arships: Alan Cote, Windham H. S. 
Willimantic, Conn. T-John Levitsky; 
Carol McPhee, South Boston ( Mass.) 
H. S. T-Josephine Mahoney. 

BRADLEY UNIVERSITY COLLEGE OF 
Fine Arts, Peoria: Ronald Johnson, 
Glenville H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T- 
Charles Ford. 

BuRNLEY SCHOOL OF ART AND DE- 
sIGN, Seattle: David Snodgrass, Des 
Moines (lowa) Tech. School. T-Marie 
Brewer. 

CALIFORNIA COLLEGE OF ARTS AND 
Crarts, Oakland: Kaydonna May, 
Phoenix (Ariz.) Union H. S. T-Julia 
McCann. 

CALIFORNIA SCHOOL OF FINE ARTs, 
San Francisco: Suzanne C. Wong, Tech. 
H. S., Oakland, Calif. T-Helen Dozier. 

CARNEGIE INSTITUTE OF TECHNOL- 
ocy, Pittsburgh, College of Fine Arts, 
Painting and Design Dept., 3 scholar- 
ships: John Marsh, Horace C. Wilcox 
Tech. School, Meriden, Conn. T-Ernest 
Lohrmann; Judith Lipowsky, Abraham 
Lincoln H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon 
Friend; Judy Wolf, North Salem Sr. 
H. S., Salem, Ore. T-Pat L. Slayter. 
Margaret Morrison Carnegie College 
for Women, Dept. of Home Economics: 
Suzanne Keiser, Wilkinsburg (Pa.) Sr. 
H. S. T-C. F. Yetter. 


CARTOONISTS & ILLUSTRATORS SCHOOL, 
New York, 2 scholarships: Paul B. Da- 
vis, Will Rogers H. S., Tulsa, Okla. T- 
Hortense Bateholts; Mimi Hovsepian, 
School of Industrial Art, New York, 
N. Y. T-Jacob J. Biegeleisen. 

Cuicaco ACADEMY OF FINE ARTs: 
Barbara Nedlo, Kelly H. S., Chicago, 
Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Sturmer Role. 

CHouINARD ART INnstTiTUTE, Los An- 
geles, 3 scholarships: Bernice Bing, 
Tech. H. S., Oakland, Calif. T-Mrs. 
Helen M. Dozier; Myles Jamieson, 
Manual Arts H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. 
T-Max Aron; Ted Leibovitz, Glenville 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles Ford. 

CLEVELAND INSTITUTE OF ART, 2 
scholarships: Robert G. Mowry, Charles 
F. Brush H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T- 
Frederick A. Biehle; Peggy Stemnock, 
Bethel H. S., Library, Pa. T-William P. 
Vafeas. 

Cotorapo Sprincs Fine Arts CEN- 
TER SCHOOL: Robert W. Stewart, Need- 
ham Broughton H. S., Raleigh, N. C. 
T-Mrs. Alice R. Ehrlich. 

Cotumsus Art ScHooi, Ohio, 2 
scholarships: Sheldon Arsham, Glen- 
ville H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles 
Ford; Delphine A. Metz, Erie (Pa.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavean. 

Famous Artists Scuoots: Bill Bris- 
tow, Thomas Jefferson H. S., San An- 
tonio, Tex. T-Ruby E. Dugosh. 

Fort Wayne Art ScHoot: Charles 
K. Arnette, Lane Tech. H. S., Chicago, 
Ill. T-Joseph S. Young. 

GreorGE PEABODY COLLEGE FOR 
Teacuers, Nashville: Joan Lukas, Abra- 
ham Lincoln H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T- 
Leon Friend. 

Hartrorp Arr ScHooL: Marilyn C. 
Whipple, Norwich (Conn.) Free Acad- 
emy. T-Margaret L. Triplett. 

ILLINOIS WESLEYAN UNIVERSITY, 
Bloomington: David W. Staff, Child 
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H. S., Edgerton, Wis. T-Carl H. Men- 
gert. 

INSTITUTE OF DesiGNn, ILLiNo!s INsTI- 
TUTE OF TECHNOLOGY, Chicago: Law- 
rence J. Janiak, Lane Tech. H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Alex Topp. 

JAMESINE FRANKLIN SCHOOL OF PRO- 
FESSIONAL ARTs, New York: Gregory 
Quiton, Cass Tech. H. S., Detroit, Mich. 
T-Bernadine Sether. 

Joun Herron Art Instrrute, Indi- 
anapolis, 2 scholarships: Uldis Klavins, 
Cass Tech. H. S., Detroit, Mich. T- 
Donald §S. Thrall; Betty Lukemire, 
Richmond (Ind.) Sr. H. S. T-Edward 
L. Loar. 

Kansas Ciry Art INSTITUTE & 
ScHoot oF Desicn: Mary Katherine 
Williams, Northeast H. S., Kartsas City, 
Mo. T-Mabel A. Newitt. 

LayTONn SCHOOL OF ART, Milwaukee: 
Leon E. Travanty, Mary D. Bradford 
H. S., Kenosha, Wis. T-K. D. Brown. 

Mary Harpin-BayLor COLLEGE, 
Belton, Tex.: Ethel Leonard, Thomas 
Jefferson H. S., Port Arthur, Tex. T- 
Leonard B. George, Jr. 

MaryLANnp INsTITUTE, Baltimore: 
Elizabeth Meigs, Kenwood Sr. H. S., 
Baltimore, Md. T-Adele Jacobs. 

McDowEL. DESIGNING SCHOOL, New 
York: Margaret Andriano, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Olga 
Vecchi. 

MEINZINGER ArT SCHOOL, Detroit: 
Rachel Andrei, Lower Merion Sr. H. S., 
Ardmore, Pa. T-W. C. Bahmermann. 

Mempuis AcADEMy OF Arts, 2 schol- 
arships: Barbara Ann Haley, Woodlawn 
H. S., Birmingham, Ala. T-Lucile Ham- 
brick; Yvonne L. Viser, South Side 
H. S., Memphis, Tenn. T-Cornelia L. 
Wolfe. 

MINNEAPOLIS SCHOOL OF ART: Joy 
Krumholz, Abraham Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

MopEerRN SCHOOL OF FASHION AND 
Desicn, Boston: Nita Mastrangelo, 
Phoenix (Ariz.) Union H. S. T-Julia 
McCann. 

Moore INsTITUTE OF ART, SCIENCE & 
INpustRY, Philadelphia, 2 scholarships: 
Martha C. Latt, Maple Heights (Ohio) 
H. S. T-William F. Whitsett; Barbara 
J. Wood, Cleveland Heights (Ohio) 
H. S. T-Clayton J. Bachtel. 

Museum Art ScuHoor, Portland, 
Ore.: Allan Kent Dart, Jr., Santa Maria 
(Calif.) Union H. S. T-George Muro. 

NATIONAL ART SCHOOL, Washington, 
D. C.; Tom Locker, Woodrow Wilson 
H. S., Washington, D. C. T-Margarete 
L. Mulford. 

New ENGLAND ScHooL or ART, Bos- 
ton: Brunel D. Faris, Classen H. S.., 
Oklahoma City, Okla. T-Mary Lamb 
Lewis. 

New YorK-PHOENIX SCHOOL OF DE- 
siGN: Jack Waneck, Memorial H. S., 
West New York, N. J. T-Fabian Zac- 


cone. 


Parsons ScHoo. oF Desicn, New 
York, 2 scholarships: Earl Bonuam, Cass 
Tech. H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Bernar- 
dine Sether; Patricia Hart, Prospect 
Heights H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Rita 
K. Pomerantz. 

PENNSYLVANIA ACADEMY OF THE 
Fine Arts, Philadelphia: Mariah E. 
Imberman, Hinsdale (Ill.) Twp. H. S. 

PHILADELPHIA MusEUM SCHOOL OF 
Arr: Joan H. Rush, Lower Merion Sr. 
H. S., Ardmore, Pa. T-W. C. Bahmer- 
mann. 

Pratt InstrruTe, Brooklyn, 2 schol- 
arships: Ronald T. Barrett, School of 
Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob 
I. Biegeleisen; Fred Schwab, U. S. 
Grant H. S., Portland, Ore. T-Darle 
Hermann. 

Ruope IsLAnp ScHOOL OF DESIGN, 
Providence, 2 scholarships: David Grill, 
School of Industrial Art, New York, 
N. Y. T-Jacob I. Biegeleisen; Jerry 
Cross, Will Rogers H. S., Tulsa, Okla. 
T-Hortense Bateholts. 

RINGLING SCHOOL OF ART, Sarasota, 
Fla.: Christine DeNering, Marion 
(N. Y.) Central School. T-Eugenia 
Sepe. 

ROCHESTER INSTITUTE OF TECH- 
NOLOGY: Barbara J. Hastie, Kingston 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-Althea S. Odell. 

San ANTONIO ART INSTITUTE: Eileen 
Blatt, Lower Merion Sr. H. S., Ardmore, 
Pa. T-W. C. Bahmermann. 

SCHOOL OF THE ART INSTITUTE OF 
Cuicaco, 2 scholarships: George R. 
Ellis, Ensley H. S., Birmingham, Ala. 
T-Caroline Dick; Ross Sullenberger, 
Cass Tech. H. S., Detroit, Mich. T- 
Donald S. Thrall. 

SCHOOL OF THE DayTon ART INSTI- 
TuTE: Robert W. Craig, Berea (Ohio) 
H. S. T-Charles Armstrong. 

ScHoot or FINE & APPLIED ART, 
Portland, Me.: Sandra Jackson, John 
Hay H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Helen 
L. Chudoba. 

Scripps COLLEGE, Claremont, Callif.: 
Suzanne Welch, Herbert Hoover H. S., 
Glendale, Calif. T-Bertha Knox Foster. 

SILVERMINE GuILp SCHOOL OF ART, 
Norwalk, Conn., 2 scholarships: An- 
thony C. Costello, Phillips Andover 
(Mass.) Academy. T-Patrick Morgan; 
Phyllis Rothstein, Norwich (Conn.) 
Free Academy. T-Margaret L. Triplett. 

Stetson University, DeLand, Fla.: 
Maureen Milicia, Glenville H. S., Cleve- 
land, Ohio. T-Charles Ford. 

Syracuse UNIVERSITY SCHOOL OF ART, 
2 scholarships: Margot G. Schwartz, 
H. S. of Music & Art, New York, N. Y. 
T-H. A. Bloomstein; Raymond Tym- 
chyshyn, Lincoln H. S., Cleveland, 
Ohio. T-Anthony W. Eterovich. 

Texas WESTERN CoLLEcE, El Paso, 
2 scholarships: Joan Runowski, Kelly 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne 
Sturmer Role; Dorothy Williams, Cen- 
tral H. S., Tulsa, Okla. T-Treva Mills. 


TRAPHAGEN SCHOOL OF FASHION, 
New York: Jeanne Marie Volk, Holy 
Spirit H. S., Atlantic City, N. J. T-Sister 
Mary Elaine. 

TRENTON JuNioR COLLEGE: Kevin 
Brown, Falls Church (Va.) H. S. T- 
Frances M. Crum. 

TYLER ScHOOL or Fine Arts, TEM- 
PLE University, Elkins Park, Pa.: 
Charles Kornberger, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald 
Vogel. 

UNIVERSITY OF ALABAMA, Tuscaloosa: 
Edward Libal, Lincoln H. S., Cleve- 
land, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Eterovich. 

UNIVERSITY OF DENVER SCHOOL OF 
Art: Penny Gottfried, Abraham Lincoln 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

UNIVERSITY OF GeorciA, Athens: 
Arthur Carl Spangler, Morgantown 
(W. Va.) H. S. T-Sam Madia. 

University oF IpaHo, Moscow: Ro- 
berta Sacks, Abraham Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

UNIVERSITY OF MIAMI, Coral Cables: 
Judith Thomas, Hirsch H. S., Chicago, 
Ill. T-Katherine B. Parker. 

UNIVERSITY OF OKLAHOMA, Norman: 
Robert L. Schwenck, Glendale (Calif. ) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

UNIVERSITY OF TULSA: Paul Brown 
Harrington, Central H. S., Jackson, 
Miss. T-Mary Katherine Loyacano. 

VESPER GEORGE SCHOOL OF ART, 
Boston: Marlene A. Wallin, Dorchester 
(Mass.) H. S. for Girls. T-Alva B. Glid- 
den. 

WASHBURN UNIVERSITY OF TOPEKA: 
Lois Larson, Maine Twp. H. S., Park 
Ridge, Ill. T-Joseph A. Stilp. 


SPECIAL SCHOLARSHIPS 


NATIONAL ART Honor Society: 
Lenore Alban, Abraham Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

Famous ARTIsts SCHOOLS REGIONAL 
SCHOLARSHIPS IN COMMERCIAL ART & 
ILLusTRATION: Esther Barash, North 
H. S., Denver, Colo. T-Martha Epp; 
Joan A. Beatty, Lower Merion Sr. H. S., 
Ardmore, Pa. T-W. C. Bahmermann; 
Steve Carlson, Will Rogers H. S., Tulsa, 
Okla. T-Hortense Bateholts; Yolanda 
Drew, Morgantown (W. Va.) H. S. 
T-Sam Madia; Gerald Fargo, Edwin 
Denby H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Kenneth 
E. Haines; john W. Hopper, Roosevelt 
H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-Lois M. Fulton; 
Karen Levin, Staples H. S., Westport, 
Conn, T-Vivien Testa; Joe Moon Lum, 
John H. Reagen H. S., Houston, Tex. 
T-Mrs. Maurice Clark; Juan Mares, 
Bowie H. S., El Paso, Tex. T-Mrs. Berry 
Bell Crawford; Jerome Senuta, Ben- 
jamin Franklin H. S., Rochester, N. Y. 
T-Emil P. Maurer; Melvin S. Stanforth, 
Tuscaloosa (Ala.) Sr. H. S. T-Harriett 
B. Stogrin; Bill Morgan, Kirkwood 
(Mo.) H. S., T-Jean W. Sheppard; 
John Carocci, Solvay (N.Y.) H. S. 
T-Edith Noble. 





Award in Illustration, Group Il, by Ross 
Tech. H. S., Detroit, Mich. First shown at 


AWARD WINNERS 


Entries numbered 1 through 466 all re- 
ceived cash awards. The awards are uniform 
($25 each) with the exception of the Special 
Awards (#465 and #466). Entries beginning 
with #467 won places in the show but no 
cash awards. 


1—OlLS 


(M. Grumbacher, Inc., sponsor) 


Group I 

1—Alexandra Bakowycz, 15, St. Mary’s 
School, Phoenix, Ariz, T-Sister Mary Fidelis. 

2—Jack Gerchok, 15, Fitch School, Austin- 
town, Ohio. T-Mrs. Mary Kay D’Isa. 

3—Peter Johnson, 15, Eckstein Jr. H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Inez Stark. 

4—Jean MacGregor, 12, Woodstock School, 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Lundberg. 

5—Mary Melton, 16, Daggett Jr. H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs, Larue Browning Perkins. 

6—Boris Ostrowski, 14, Bright School, Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. A. J. Banks. 

7J—Jacky Rogers, 13, Robinson School, Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 


Group II 


8—Marie Agum, 16, (Conn.) 
emy. T-Joseph P. Gualtieri. 

9—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H 
land, Ohio, T-Anthony Eterovich. 

10—Florence Bobroue, 16, H. S. of Music 
& Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. O’Sheridan. 

1l—Helen Calamos, 17, Roosevelt H. S., 
Washington, D. C. T-Norma Bose. 

12—Paul Donhauser, 18, Sheboygan ( Wis.) 
Central H. S. T-Michael J. Brandt, Jr. 

13—Bill Drexler, 17, Union (N. J.) 
T-Emanuel Solomon. 

14—-George Ellis, 17, Ensley H. S., Birming- 
ham, Ala. T-Caroline Dick. 


Free Acad- 


S., Cleve- 


H. S. 


National 


Hish School 
Art Exhibition 


CONDUCTED BY 
SCHOLASTIC MAGAZINES 


Sullenberger, Cass 
Crowley's, Detroit. 


15—Francis Graham, 15, Savannah (Ga.) 
H. S. 8-Margaret Murphy. 
16—Arthur Grasso, 18, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-Mr. Bloomstein 
17—Charles Heim, 16, Hirsch H. S.., 
cago, Ill. T-Nellie Hull 
18—Mariah E. Imberman, 16, 
(Ill.) Twp. H. S. T-John McNee. 
19—Herbert Kashian, 16, New Trier Twp. 
H. S., Winnetka, Ill. T-Frank E. Holland. 
20—Lois DeKeyser, 16, H.S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mr. Bloomstein 
21—Ted Leibovitz, 19, Glenville H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles S. Ford 
22—Tom Locker, 17, Wilson H. S., 
ington, D. C. T-Mrs. Mulford. 
23—Janis Logsdon, 17, Newton 
H. S. T-C. L. Downs. 
24—Catherine McElvain, 15, The Madeira 
School, Greenway, Va. T-Mr. Jamieson 
25—Arnold Moulton, 18, Norwich (Conn.) 
Free Academy. T-Joseph P. Gualtieri. 
26—Allen Robin, 16, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-Mr. Bloomstein 
27—Naomi Scott, 16, Ramsay H. §&., 
mingham, Ala. T-Mary Bradley. 
28—Robert Stewart, 17, Needham Brough- 
ton H. S., Raleigh, N. C. T-Mrs. Alice R. 
Ehrlich. 
29—Joan Strowbridge, 18, Medford 
Sr. H. S. T-Warren A. Wolf. 
30—Chartley Ward, 15, Mt. Vernon Semi- 
nary, Washington, D. C. T-Mrs. Mary Orwen. 


Chi- 


Hinsdale 


Wash- 


(Iowa) Sr. 


Bir- 


(Ore.) 


2—TRANSPARENT WATER COLORS 


(American Crayon Co., sponsor) 


Group I 
31—William Bosworth, 14, Oak Park 
& River Forest H. S. T-Arthur L. Pelz. 
32—Karen Diamond, 13, Luther Burbank 
H. 


Jr. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Virginia 
Osgood. 


(T1.) 


33—Sandra Faysash, 14, West Jr. H. S., 
Akron, Ohio. T-Thomas Jones 
34—Johnny Jones, 14, U. S 
Portland, Ore. T-Bill Colby 
35—Joyce Martin, 15, Foch Intermediate 
School, Detroit, Mich. T-Paul Peters 
36—Janice Minsk, 13, North Jr. H. S., 
Brockton, Mass. T-Signe L. J. Borghesani 
37—Dennis Nash, 14, Queen Anne H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Hugh Riley 
38—James Spetrino, 14, Cleveland 
Museum of Art. T-Ronald Day 
39—Margaret Twentyman, 15, Rochester 
(Minn.) Jr. H. S. T-George Anderson 
40—Roselynne Weinshienk, 14, Paseo H. S., 
Kansas City, Mo. T-John P. Coleman. 


Grant H. S., 


Ohio) 


Group II 


41—Robin Allen, 15, H. S 
New York, N. Y. T-Helen L. Ridgaway 
42—Marilyn Anderson, 17, Holy Child 
Academy, Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Margharita 
Vandenberg. 
43—Pamela Banks, 17, 
Sr. H. S., Wellesley 
Simone. 
44—-Gail Chin, 18, Boston 
H. S. T-Gretchen Cook. 
45—Barbara Clark, 16, 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs 
46—Allan Kent Dart, 17, Santa Maria 
(Calif.) Union H. S. T-George Muro 
47—Ronald DeVito, 17, Arts H. S., Newark, 
N. J, T-Seymour M. Landsman 
48—Durwood Domisse, 16, Nort! 
Sheboygan, Wis. T-Edward Goebel 
49—Robert Hopkins, 16, South H.S 
land, Ohio. T-Mosis Pearl. 
50—Joe Johnson, 17, Phillis Wheatley H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Mrs. Ethel R. Ladner 
51—Maureen McNerney, 16, St. Anthony 
H. S., Long Beach, Calif. T-Sister M. Luke, 
I. H. M. 


of Music & Art 


Bradford 
T-S. W 


Gamalie 
Hills, Mass 
Mass Girls 


Park H. S 
Nichols 


Hyde 
Jeannettie 


H. S$ 


Cleve- 
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52—Yachiyo Peggy Nagamine, 16, Belmont 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mary T. McGee. 

53—Hubert Olds, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 

54—Nicholas Panas, 18, Central H. S., Syra- 
cuse, N, Y. T-Mrs. Jane S. Haven. 

§5—Fredette Smith, 17, Lausanne School 
for Girls, Memphis, Tenn. T-Mrs. Ann A. 
Howard. 

56—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 

57—Eleanor Wahlbrinck, 16, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich, T-Donald Thrall. 

58—Edward Ward, Wellington C. Mepham 
School, Bellmore, N. Y. T-Mrs. Dorothy 
Gade. 

59—Gloria Ward, 17, State College (Pa.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Martha R. Baldwin. 

60—Robert Winkler, 15, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Helen L. Ridgaway. 


3—OPAQUE WATER COLORS 
(Devoe & Raynolds Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


61—Henry Corum, 13, Southern Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 
62—Edwin Eder, 14, Southern Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 
63—Jean Erlichman, 14, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Oakman 
64—Joan Gerhard, 15, Steinmetz H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-L. Rebbeck. 
65—Sue Graham, 12, Parkland Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Harold Thurman. 
66—Jerry Haynie, 14, Riverside Jr. H. S. 
Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Mary Lou Afford. 
67—Jim Jordan, 14, Southern Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 
68—Jeanne Marsh, 14, Garden Grove 
(Calif.) Union H. S. T-Mr. Nelson. 
69—Dell Pinkney, 12, Birmingham Jr. H. S., 
Van Nuys, Calif. T-Milton Hirsch. 
70—Bertha Starks, 15, Farragut H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Regina Kirschner. 
71—Nadine Swanson, 14, Englewood H. &.., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mae Frances Colbert. 
72—Angia Thompson, 16, Dunbar Trade 
School, Chicago, Ill. T-Glenn E. Messersmith 
73—John Wood, 13, Southern Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 


Group II 


74—John Albright, 16, Council Rock H. S., 
Newtown, Pa. T-Mrs. Bettyne B. Hull and 
John Foster. 

75—Sheldon Arsham, 17, Glenville H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles Ford. 

76—Linda A. Bloch, 16, Lincoln H. S., Phil- 
adelphia, Pa. T-Robert D. Goldman. 


77—John Cline, 15, West Phoenix (Ariz.) 
H. S. T-John W. Sherman. 

78—Frances Crow, 16, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

79—Richard Edlund, 16, English H. S., Bos- 
ton, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook. 

80—Nancy Gafke, Shorewood (Wis.) H. S. 
T-Elise Johann. 

81—Joseph Gors, 18, Hirsch H. S., Chicago, 
Ill. T-Nellie Hull. 

82—Ted Leibovitz, 19, Glenville H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles S. Ford. 

83—Phyllis Novins, 16, Los Angeles (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Albert W. Porter. 

84—Julia Ann Richardson, 15, Lincoln H. S., 
Kansas City, Mo. T-Leonard Pryor. 

85—Thomas Rouen, 17, Erie (Pa.) Tech. 
H. S. T-Joseph M, Plavcan. 

86—Lloyd Stricker, Dormont H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-William E. Reed. 

87—Constance C. Tarquini, 17, Girls Latin 
School, Boston, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook. 

88—Howard Turner, Schenley H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Daniel Kuruna. 

89—Tadas Uskuraitis, 16, English H. S., 
Boston, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook, 

90—John W. Waneck, 18, Memorial H. S., 
West New York, N. J. T-Fabian Zaccone. 


4—PASTELS, CHARCOAL, CRAYON, 
AND COLORED CHALK 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 


91—Anthony Antonio, 14, Moore School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Florence H. Jones. 

92—Barbara Barningham, 14, North Jr. 
H. S., Boise, Idaho. T-Louis Peck. 

93—Philip G. Helburn, 13, Walnut Hills 
H. S., Cincinnati, Ohio. T-Glenn Volz. 

94—Bill Herman, 14, Boone (Iowa) H. 8S. 
T-Grayce Osborne. 

95—Bruce Lane, 14, Hubert Howe Ban- 
croft Jr. H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. 
Anita Parker. 

96—Carolyn Vinson, 12, Sidney Lanier Jr. 
H. S., Houston, Tex, T-Mrs. Christine Clay- 
pool. 


Group II 


97—Sally Amster, 17, Abraham Lincoln 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

98—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony Eterovich. 

99—Patricia Cherullo, 17, Thornton Twp. 
H. S., Harvey, Ill. T-Dorothea Thiel. 

100—Ronney H. Hardinger, 19, Erie (Pa.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 

101—Lois Lancaster, 16, Erie (Pa.) Tech. 
H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 





“Crazy Caboose’’: Award in Opaque Water Color, Gp. |, by Jeanne Marsh, 14, Garden 





Grove (Calif.) H. S. First shown at Bullock’s Regional Exhibition at Los Angeles. 


102—Tom Locker, 17, Woodrow Wilson 
H. S., Washington, D. C. T-Mrs. Mulford. 

103—Wayne Scott, 17, Chattanooga (Tenn.) 
Central H. S. T-Mary Lou Derryberry. 

104—Raymond Sherman, 17, Ossining 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-Eva B. Crabtree. 

105—James Whicker, 17, Cooley H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Stella Shivickas. 


5A—BLACK DRAWING INK 
(Higgins Ink Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


106—Margi Conklin, 16, West Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-David P. Fuller. 

107—Vera Ehrhardt, 15, Hamilton Jr. H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Lillian Wilkens. 

108—Susan Gould, 13, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-Miss R. E. Riley. 

109—Johnny Jones, 14, U. S. Grant H. &., 
Portland, Ore. T-Bill Colby. 

110—Cynthia Lillie, 14, Bowie Jr. H. &., 
Odessa, Tex. T-Mrs. Anita Brookins. 


Group II 


111—Ronald Barrett, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob I. Biegel- 
eisen. 

112—Rovena Blincol, 18, Van Nuys (Calif.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Mrs. Gladys S. Roberts. 

113—Stephanie Eldridge, 17, North Phoe- 
nix (Ariz.) H. S. T-Frances Kapanke. 

114—Judy Gould, 16, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

115—Mariah E. Imberman, 16, Hinsdale 
(Ill.) Twp. H. S. T-John McNee. 

116—Robert Mowry, 17, Brush H. S., Cleve- 
land, Ohio. T-Fred A. Biehle. 

117—Gregory Quiton, 17, Cass Tech. H. S.., 
Detrojt, Mich. T-Mrs. Bernadine Sether. 

118—Lura Rinehart, 15, Parkersburg (W. 
Va.) H. S, T-Mrs. Isabel Wilson. 

119—Alton Rogers, 17, North Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Frances Kapanke. 

120—Kazuye Suyematsu, 16, Belmont H. S.., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mary T. McGee. 

121—Raymond Tymchysyn, 17, Lincoln 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Etero- 
vich. 

122—Roberta Vincent, 17, Monclair (N. J.) 
H. S. T-Vernon P. Maxham. 

123—Narcissa Voluntad, 17, Prospect 
Heights H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rita 
K. Pomerantz. 

124—Joan Whittleman, 17, Alton (Ill.) Sr. 
H. S. T-R. E, Boley. 

125—Muth Williams, 16, Lincoln (Nebr.) 
H. S. T-Donald G. Byorth. 


5B—COLORED DRAWING INKS 
(Higgins Ink Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


126—Sam Koone, 13, Robinson School, Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 


Group II 

127—Sally Amster, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N, Y. T-Leon Friend. 

128—Herbert Appelson, 17, Lincoln H. §S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

129—Esther Barash, 17, North H. S., Den- 
ver, Colo. T-Martha Epp. 

130—Stephanie Eldridge, 17, North Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Frances Kapanke. 

131—Claire Evangelist, 16, Philadelphia 
(Pa.) H. S. for Girls. T-Rachel Cartledge. 

132—Betsy Hart, 16, Roland Park Country 
School, Baltimore, Md. T-Jean Miller. 

133—Ted Leibovitz, 19, Glenville H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles S. Ford. 

134—Nannette Rhodes, 17, Boulder (Colo.) 
H. S. T-Charles Blubaugh. 

135—Melvin Stanforth, 17, Tuscaloosa 
(Ala.) Sr. H. S. T-Mrs. Harriet Stogrin. 


6—MIXED MEDIA 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 


136—Margie Hora, 14, Washington Irving 
Jr. H, S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Helen C. 
Fincke. 

137—Edward Klein, 14, Baldwinsville 
(N. Y.) Academy & Central School. T-Mrs. 
Dorothy S. Kimball. 

138—Kenneth Nakamura, 13, Burbank Jr. 
H. S., Berkeley, Calif. T-Mr. Carter. 

139—Ronald Sours, 14, Ernest Parker Jr. 
H. S., Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Polly Harrison. 











rin 








Award in Sculpture, Group Il, by James 
Battle, John Hay H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. 
First shown at Halle Bros. in Cleveland. 


140—Kay Stanton, 12, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 
141—Marjorie Stark, 14, Riverside H. S., 
Milwaukee, Wis. T-George T. Burns. 
142—Albina Tesmer, 14, Shaker Jr. H. S., 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Frank W. Rood. 


Group II 


143—Sally Amster, 17, Abraham Lincoln 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 
144—Laura Burroughs, 17, John Burroughs 
School, Clayton, Mo. T-Margery Dodson. 
145—Thomas Fry, 18, Peabody H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Miss Fineman. 
146—Charles Heim, 17, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine B. Parker. 
147—Sylvia Mangum, 17, West Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-John W. Sherman. 
148—Morton Marsh, 17, Peabody H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Mrs. Esther Fineman. 
149—George Osmondson, 16, Bureau for 
Education of Physically Handicapped, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. R. Kappel Gould. 
150—Janice Ring, 18, Erie (Pa.) Tech. H. S. 
T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 
151—Robert Rix, 16, West Phoenix (Ariz.) 
H. S. T-John W. Sherman. 
152—Howard Turner, 19, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-D. L. Kuruna. 
153—Eleanore Vajda, 18, John Marshal 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Irene Kissel. 
154—John W. Waneck, 18, Memorial H. S., 
West New York, N. J. T-Fabian Zaccone. 
155—Ellen Weiner, 16, Bayside (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Philip Frankle. 


7—LEAD PENCIL DRAWING 
(American Lead Pencil Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


156—Alexandra Bakowycz, 15, St. Mary’s 
H. S., Phoenix, Ariz. T-Sister Mary Fidelis. 

157—Gloria Chavez, 14, Hot Springs H. S., 
Truth or Consequences, N. Mex. T-Lenora 
Giles. 


Group II 


158—Daniel Lee Arensmeier, 17, Roseburg 
(Ore.) Sr. H, S. T-Robert Feasley. 
159—Roger Beattie, 18, H. S. of Commerce, 
Roxbury, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook. 
160—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H. §S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony Eterovich. 
161—Jerry Cross, 17, Will Rogers H. S., 
Tulsa, Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense Bateholts. 
162—Sam Galanis, 17, Roosevelt H. S., 
Wyandotte, Mich. T-Wayne Yanz. 


163—Mimi Hovsepian, 16, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jack Biegel- 
eisen. 

164—Mariah E. Imberman, 16, Hinsdale 
(TiL.) Twp. H. S. T-John McNee. 

165—Bob_ Iwanicki, 16, Lorain (Ohio) 
H. S. T-Clayton Walker. 

166-—Virginia Latady, 17, Woodlawn H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Lucile Hambrick. 

167—Jackie Petit, 16, Toms River (N. J.) 
School. T-Mrs. Ethel E. Lewis. 

168—Robert Stewart, 17, Needham Brough- 
ton H. S., Raleigh, N. C. T-Mrs. Alice R. 
Ehrlich. 

169—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass Tech. H.S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 

170—Rick Tucker, 16, St. Stanislaus H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Sister Mary Alberta, 
C.S.F.N. 

171—John Wacker, 16, Marquette H. S., 
Milwaukee, Wis. T-Sister M. Carmen, S. S. 
N. D. 

172—Perelle Waldman, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald 
Vogel. 

173—Mary Katherine Williams, 17, North- 
east Sr. H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Mabel A. 
Newitt. 

174—Muth Williams, 16, Lincoln (Nebr.) 
H. S. T-Donald G. Byorth. 

175—Jerome Witkin, 15, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-George Kaye. 


8—COLORED PENCIL DRAWING 
(Eagle Pencil Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


176—Alexandra Bakowycz, 15, St. Mary’s 
School, Phoenix, Ariz. T-Sister Mary Fidelis. 

177—Fred Bardelli, 14, Wallace (Idaho) 
H. S. T-Mrs. H. A. Scheideman. 

178—Royce Dendler, 14, Berwick (Pa.) Jr. 
H. S. T-Peter Jaffin. 

179—Ronald Eglody, 15, Berwick (Pa.) Jr. 
H. S. T-Peter Jaffin. 

180—Jerome Seaman, 14, Berwick (Pa.) 
Jr, H. S. T-Peter Jaffin. 

181—Andrew Todaro, 16, Horace Mann 
School For The Deaf, Boston, Mass. T-Irene 
M. Bennett. 

182—Mary Lou Wright, 14, State College 
(Pa.) H. S. T-Mrs. Martha Baldwin. 


Group II 


183—Donald Ariev, 16, Abraham Lincoln 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

184—-Dianne Dengel, 15, West H. S., Roches- 
ter, N. Y. T-Charlotte Werner. 

185—Beverly Gillon, 16, Malden (Mass.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Anne Lynch. 

186—Charles Richard Glaze, 17, Morton 
Memorial School, Knightstown, Ind. T- 
Velma Knowles. 

187—Joan Lukas, 17, Abraham Lincoln 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

188—Marguerite Miller, 16, Newburgh 
(N. ¥.) Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

189—Bernard Most, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald Vogel. 

199—Maudlyn Nichols, 15, North Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Allen Dutton. 

191—Richard Ochs, 16, Newburgh (N. Y.) 
Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

192—Judy Rowe, 15, William Penn Sr. H. S., 
Harrisburg, Pa. T-Ray Firestone. 

193—Robert Scully, 17, Newburgh (N. Y.) 
Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

194—Louise Sleek, 17, Newburgh (N. Y.) 
Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

195—Janice Vernon, 18, Newburgh (N. Y.) 
Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 


9—CARTOONING 
(Higgins Ink Co., sponsor) 


Grovp II 


196—Cosmo Anzilotti, 16, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-K. S. Woerner. 

197—Bob Dupree, 19, Abilene (Tex.) H. 5S. 
T-Mrs. S. P. Henagan. 

198—Roy Gee, 15, San Jacinto Sr. H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Mrs. Hazel Muhl Thompson. 

199—Robert Harvey, 17, Edgewater H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Harry L. Jones. 

200—June Lytle, 17, South Salem (Ore.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Opal Berry. 

201—Paul Mendoza, 16, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-K. S. Woerner. 

202—Bucky Milam, 16, Beaumont (Tex.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Opal Duncan. 
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203—Jesse Orozco, 19, Manual High & Voc 
School, Kansas City, Mo. T-Grace Leedy. 

204—Max Wesley Tubbs, 16, Joplin (Mo.) 
Sr. H. S., T-Arthur Boles. 

205—Ross Van Dusen, 17, Cooley H. S., De- 
troit, Ifich. T-Stella Shivickas. 


10—LINOLEUM BLOCK PRINTS 
(C. Howard Hunt Pen Co., sponsor) 


Grovr I 


206—Betty Black, 13, Lake Jr. H.S., Omaha, 
Nebr. T-Mrs. Valoria Lee McCaw 

207—Otis Boulware, 15, Patrick Henry 
School, Cleveland, Ohio. T-Norbert Frosch 

208—Joyce Carlisle, 12, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

209—Dan Hunt, 12, Robinson School, Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

210—Ian Morrison, 14, Cazenovia (N. Y.) 
Central School. T-Merrill Bailey. 

211—Betty Smith, 12, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 


Group II 


212—Betty Jane Daniels, 17, Pleasantville 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-W. Hahn. 

213—Conrad Fialkowski, 16, Chicago (II1.) 
Voc. School. T-Merrill Lyon. 

214—Fay Krisko, 15, St. Anthony H. S., 
Long Beach, Calif. T-Sister M. Luke, I. H. M. 

215—Dick Shewry, 18, Ferndale (Calif.) 
Union H. S. T-Wilverne K. Ryan 


11—OTHER PRINTS 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 


216—Eugene Joseph, 14, Newark (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Richard Hawver. 

217—Katherine Koelsch, 14, North Jr. H. S., 
Boise, Idaho. T-Louis Peck. 

218—Bill Rohler, 14, Smith Jr. H. S., Dear- 
born, Mich. T-Bert Rhodes. 


Group II 


219—Robert Bye, 17, Lane Tech. H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Alex Topp. 

220—Jane Donaghe, 15, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning 

221—Brian Kinkaid, 16, Lane Tech. H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Alex Topp. 

222—Alice Peck, 15, Washington-Lee H. S., 
Arlington, Va. T-Thomas G. Tollifson. 

223—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass Tech 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-R. J. Jurma. 

224—-Aatis Tippet, 17, Hyde Park H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Elizabeth S. Good. 

225—Jim Williams, 16, Oconomowoc (Wis.) 
H. S. T-Miss Verich. 
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Award in General Design, Group Il, by 
Yvonne Kafesjian, Amundsen H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. First exhibited at The Fair. 








12—POSTERS 
(Chicago Cardboard Co., sponsor) 


sRouP | 


226—Gerry Flick, 14, Eureka (Calif.) Jr. 


H. S. T-Bernice Zumwalt 
227—Delorus Foote, 13, Fitzhugh Park 
School, Oswego, N. Y. T-Frank J. Kraft. 
228—Marie Griffen, 15, Harding Jr. H. S., 
Lakewood, Ohio. T-Harold Winkel. 
229—-William House, 15, Waterloo 
Central H. S. T-Ernest A. Mills. 
230—-Mary McLeod, 15, John Marshall H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Mrs. J, Feuerherm. 
231—Nancy Rose, 14, Franklin Jr. H. S., 
Green Bay, Wis. T-Loraine L. Dury. 


Group II 
Bing, 18, Oakland 


(N. Y.) 


232—Bernice 
Tech. H. S. T-Helen Dozier. 

233—Mel Birnkrant, 17, Mumford H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-James Siddall. 

234—Jerry S, Brandwein, 17, Abraham Lin- 
coln H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend 

235—Diane Easton, 16, University H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Darcy Hayman. 

236—Elfred Espy, 17, Northwestern H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Jules Trattner 

237—Susan Gaylord, 16, Sir Francis Drake 
H. S., San Anselmo, Calif. T-Wallace E. Mac- 
Donald 

238—Donald Geisz, 16, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Elizabeth Bates. 

239—Annette Legras, 18, Polytechnic H. S., 
San Francisco, Calif. T-Mrs. Margarette 
Kirst 

240—Bernard Most, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald Vogel 

241—Eddie Ruscha, 17, Classen H. S., Ok- 
lahoma City, Okla. T-Robert W. Curry. 

242—Roberta Sacks, 16, Abraham Lincoln 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

243—Ellen Schoen, 16, Stamford (Conn.) 
H. S. T-Mayo Sorgman. 

244—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 

245—Laura Sussman, 17, Grant H. S., Port- 
land, Ore. T-Darle Hermann. 


(Calif. ) 


Tech. 


13—LETTERING 
C. Howard Hunt Pen Co.., sponsor) 


Group II 


246—Virginia Alexander, 16, Mastbaum 
Voc. Tech. School, Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mrs 
Mildred E. Landis. 

247—Robert Cipriani, 16, Mansfield (Mass. ) 
H. S. T-Richard Law. 

248—Joseph From, 18, Evanston (Ill.) twp 
H. S. T-John W. Price 

249—-Gerald Hahn, 17, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-George Patterson. 

250—-Eugenia Lysenko, 16, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Penny Gersen. 

251—Donald Norsic, 17, Lindblom Tech. 
H. S., Chicago, Ill, T-J. S. Schmitt. 

252—-Diane Owens, 16, Lake View H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Esther Roeth. 

253—Beverly Ann Reiners, 17, Lake View 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Esther Roeth. 

254—Kathryn Stein, 16, Monrovia-Duarte 
H. S., Monrovia, Calif. T-Dorothy Clemmons. 

255—Robert Szostek, 17. Lane Tech. H. S. 
Chicago, Ill. T-Joseph Young. 


14—ILLUSTRATION 
(Famous Artists Schools, sponsor) 
Group I 
256—Patricia E. Crouch, 14, Whitehall Jr. 
H.S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Mrs. Jean D. Leitch. 
257—Harry Jordan, 14, East Jr. H. S., Alton, 
il, T-Frank Girard. 
Wi—Charles Porter, 14, Chaminade H. S., 
Dayton, Ohio. T-Brother Barrish, S.M. 
259—Frank Skelton, 14, Eagan School, Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Elsie Orr 
260—Diane Whitmore, 12, East Jr. H. S., 
Boise, Idaho, T-Mrs. Pearl Six. 


Group Il 

261—Ronald Barrett, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob I. Biegel- 
eisen 

262—Joanne Davis, 17, Prospect Heights 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rita K. Pom- 
erantz 

263—Stephanie Eldridge, 17, North Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Frances Kapanke. 


Award in Lead Pencil, Gp. Il, by Perelle Waldman, School of Ind. Art, New York City. 


264—-George Ellis, 17, Ensley 
mingham. Ala. T-Caroline Dick. 

265—Brunel Faris, 17, Classen Sr. H. S., 
Oklahoma City, Okla. T-Mary Lamb Lewis. 

266—Sarah Hammond, 15, San Rafael 
(Calif). H. S. T-Edward C. Day. 

267—Doris Hardesty, 17, Bernardsville 
(N. J.) H. S, T-Helen C. Yeagle. 

268—Nina Ann Heredeen, 17, Jackson 
(Miss.) Central H. S. T-Mrs. Mary Katharine 
Loyacono. 

269—Thomas Kubota, 15, Cleveland H. &., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Corinne Brayson. 

270—Ronald Lukas, 17, Lane Tech. H. S&., 
Chicago, Ill, T-Joseph S. Young. 

271—Diane Porter, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich, T-Elizabeth Bates. 

272—Audrey Posch, 17, Parma 
H. S. T-Bernard C. Specht. 

273—Raymond Sherman, 17, 
(N. Y.) H. S, T-Eva B. Crabtree. 

274—Ross Sullenberger, 18, 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Elizabeth Bates. 

275—Paula Eleanor Vutano, 17, Prospect 
Heights H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rita 
Pomerantz, 


H. S., Bir- 


(Ohio) Sr. 
Ossining 


Cass Tech. 


15—GENERAL DESIGN 
(Delta Brush Mfg. Corp., sponsor) 


Group I 
276—Linda Cherry, 14, William 
School, Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Ed. Curry. 
277—Edith Compton, 13, Upper 
(Pa.) Jr. H. S. T-Emily D. White. 
278—Patsy Holton, 12, Robinson School, 

Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 
279—Eugenie Kamrath, Sidney Lanier 
School, Houston, Tex. T-Norma L. Woods. 
280—Jack Park, 14, East H. S., Akron, 
Ohio. T-Mrs. A. McLeland. 
281—Nancy Renier, 13, Harding Jr. H. &S., 
Des Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Marjorie Rittgers. 
2%2—-Dan Roberts, 14, New Trier H, S., 
Winnetka, TI). T-Melvin Ostlunad. 


Group II 

283—-Janice Alexander, 18, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Leonard Johnson. 

284—Andrea Clendenin, 15, Parkersburg 
(W. Va.) H. S. T-Mrs. Isabel Wilson. 

285—Conrad Fialkowski, 16, Chicago (Tll.) 
Voce. School, T-Merrill Lyon. 

286—Joseph From, 18, Evanston 
Twp. H. S. T-Frank H. Tresise. 

287—Robert Hopkins, 16, South H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mosis P. Pearl. 

288—Yvonne Kafesjian, 16, Amundsen 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 


Monnig 


Darby 


(1il.) 


289—Gary Netzel, 16, Schurz H. S., Chicago, 
Ill, T-Mrs. Gretchen Gardner. 

290—Gloria Pearlman, 17, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Lilian N. Oakman. 

291—Julie Penner, 17, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-Miss Gohman. 

292—Theresa Steinis, 15, W. C. 
School, Bellmore, N. Y. T-Mrs. 
Gade. 

293—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 

294—-Joanne Tucholski, 15, St. Rosalia H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Sister Mary of the Angels, 
I. H. M. 

295—Marion Weisberger, 16, North Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Frances Kapanke. 


Mepham 
Dorothy 


Tech 


16—DESIGNS FOR GREETING CARDS 
(National Association of Greeting Card 
Publishers, sponsor) 


Group I 

296—Patricia Hunsicker, 14, James Ford 
Rhodes H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Martha E. 
Kenyon. 

297—Anne Irish, 14, West H. S., Rochester, 
N. Y. T-Charlotte Werner. 

298—Brenda Neild, 12, Fitzhugh Park 
School, Oswego, N. Y. T-Frank J. Kraft. 

299—Jesse Summers, 13, Sidney Lanier 
School, Houston, Tex. T-Norma Lynn Wood 


Group Il 

300—Michael Antebi, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Mildred 
E. Harston., 

301—Ronald Barrett, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob I. Bieg- 
eleisen. 

302—Kari Bonini, 17, Appleton 
H. S. T-Kenneth Kuemmerlin. 

303—Geraldine Chess, 16, Prospect Heights 
H, S., Brooklyn, N, Y, T-Mrs, Rita K, Pom- 
erantz. 

304—Clyde Davis, 16, 
Senoo). T-Merrili Lyon. 

305—Ligia DeCardenas, 20, 
Heights H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
K. Pomerantz. 

306—Donald Geisz, 16, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Leonard Johnson, 

307—Patricia Hart, 17, Prospect Heights 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rita K. Pom- 
erantz. 

308—Stanley Kujawa, 17, 
H. S., Chicago, ll. T-Mrs. 
Role. 


(Wis.) 


Chicago (Ill.) Voe. 
Prospect 
T-Mrs. Rita 


Thomas 
Verne 


Kelly 
Sturmer 














309—Karen Levin, 16, Staples H. S., West- 
port, Conn. T-Vivien Testa. 

310—Richard Madden, 16, Kelly H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Sturmer Role. 

311—Barbara Nedlo, 17, Kelly H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Sturmer Role. 

312—Johanna Pezzano, 17, Prospect Heights 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y, T-Mrs. Rita K, Pom- 
erantz. 

313—Alex Sutherland, 17, Bernardsville 
(N. J.) H. S. T-Helen C. Yeagle. 

314—Madelyn Tripicco, 15, Onteora Cen- 
tral H. S., Boiceville, N. Y. T-Mrs. Katherine 
K. Wagenfohr. 

315—Charlene Veatch, 17, Redford H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Irene Parker. 


17—COSTUME DESIGN 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 


316—Elizabeth Morrison, 14, Madison #1 
School, Phoenix, Ariz. T-Catherine Crider. 

317—Judy Roberts, 14, Long Jr. H. S., Dal- 
las, Tex. T-Mrs. Ann Reid. 

318—Nancy Werner, 14, Midland Park 
(N. J.) Jr. H. S. T-Sonia Weff. 


Group II 

319—Catherine Barton, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

320—Shirley Ferguson, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

321—Sally Hart, 15, Central H. S., Mem- 
phis, Tenn. T-Helen Clair Hamilton. 

322—Dorothy Shirley Henderson, 16, School 
of Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. 
Olga Vecchi. 

323—Barbara Nedlo, 17, Kelly H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Role. 

324—Gregory Quiton, 17, Cass Tech H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Bernadine Sether. 

325—Adele Rapp, 16, Olmey H. S., Phila- 
delphia, Pa. T-H. C. Fromuth. 

326—Helen Redel, 16, Institute of Notre 
Dame, Baltimore, Md. T-Sister Mary Sabina 
de Moll. 

327—Grace Russo, 16, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga Vecchi. 

328—Ambra Sersich, 19, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi, 

329—Marie Tondo, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga Vecchi. 

330—-Emily Valenza, 16, Essex Co. Voc. & 
Tech. H. S., Newark, N. J. T-Pauline Reilly. 


18—SCULPTURE 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 


331—Patricia Beckway, 16, Carl 
H. S. Chicago, Ill. T-John Mulder. 

332—Marilyn Torngay, 12, Myra Bradwell 
School, Chicago, Ill, T-Colette Pollock. 


Schurz 


Group II 


333—James Battle, 19, John Hay H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Helen L. Chudoba. 

334—Richard Bowbin, 17, Riverside (Ill.) 
Brookfield Twp. H. S. T-George J. Drew 

335—Walter Haynes, 15, Harrison Tech. 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Homer Freese. 

336—Chuck Lyons, 16, Arvada 
H. S. T-William Joseph. 

337—Lynn Rimer, 16, Stockton 
College. T-Blanche P. McDaniel. 

338—George Schwartz, 18, Lincoln (Calif.) 
Union H, §, T-James Kaneko, 

339—Cynthia R. Wiley, 17, Salamonie Twp. 
School, Warren, Ind. T-Ethel M. Click. 

346—Robert Ziesler, 1%, Evanston 
Twp. H. S. T-Frank Tresise. 


(Colo.) 


(Calif.) 


CT. 


19—CERAMICS 
(American Art Clay Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


341—Jimmy Boyette, 13, Kingsbury Jr. 
H. S., Memphis, Tenn. T-Venn Herman Mor- 
row. 

342—-Mary Frey, 14, Lincoln H. S., Cleve- 
land, Ohio. T-Harold W. Hunsicker. 


343—Tommy Gunter, 14, Barrett School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lula Bell Black. 
344—Helene Jacobs, 14, Bancroft Jr. H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Ruth Lewis. 
345—Gloria Martinez, 15, Jordan H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Raymond Leo Blinn. 
346—Mike Wells, 14, Robinson School, Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 


Group II 


347—Jerry Brandenburg, 18, Crozier Tech. 
H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Mary Lightfoot. 

348—David Giorgi, 16, Marshall H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Irene Kissel. 

349—Bob Hudson, 16, Columbia H. S., Rich- 
land, Wash. T-James A, McGrath. 

350—Patricia Johnson, 16, The Harris 
School, Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. M. Stratemeyer. 

351—Larry Latta, 18, Venice H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-William J. Trierweiler. 

352—Don Meadows, 18, Fremont Union 
H. S., Sunnyvale, Calif. T-John S. Lorr. 

353—Richard Melendez, 17, Hollywood 
(Calif.) H. S. T-Arnold W. Bauer. 

354—Jean Mbollendorf, 16, Maine Twp. 
H. S., Des Plaines, Ill. T-Joseph Stilp. 

355—Jack Spangler, 18, Glendale (Calif.) 
Sr. H. S. T-John Bassham 

356—Louise Vail, 18, Peabody H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Walter J. Kipp 

357—Doris Vlasek, 15, Morton H. S., Cicero, 
Ill. T-Lorraine Tarachas. 

358—Nancy Wallner, 17, Rufus King H. S., 
Milwaukee, Wis. T-Aletha Layman 

359—Shirley Warden, 17, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S., T-John Bassham 

360—Dick Wilkins, 17, Cody H. S., Detroit, 
Mich. T-Edward Anthony 


20—TEXTILE DECORATION 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 
361—Valentines Alksnis, 14, Amos Hiatt 
Jr. H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoff- 
mann. 
362—Pamela Clark, 14, Shades Valley H. S., 
Homewood, Ala. T-Mrs. Thelma H. Woody 
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363—Valentine Fenti, 15, Hornell (N. Y.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Miss B. Weyand. 

364—Linda Samo, 12, Amos Hiatt Sr. H. S., 
Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 

365—Marilyn Schneider, 15, Amos Hiatt 
Jr. H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoff- 
mann. 


Group II 


366—Robert C. Brown, 17, Norwich 
(Conn.) Free Academy. T-Mrs. Blanche W 
Browning. 

367—LaBron Clark, 16, Kirkman Voc. H. S., 
Chattanooga, Tenn. T-S. A. Harding 

368—Dennis Gasper, 18, Chicago (Tll.) Voc. 
H. S. T-Mrs. Merrill Lyon. 

369—Sandra Hawkins, 15, Los Alamos (N 
Mex.) H. S. T-Mrs. Wm. Frank C. Hoyt 

370—Glenn Parham, 17, Berkeley (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Nova Bartlett. 

371—Shirley Pauss, 17, Thomas Kelly H. S.., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Veronica H. Tabor 

372—Richard Richnow, 17, San Jacinto Sr 
H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Mrs. Barnes 

373—William A. Short, 20, East H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Roena Clement 

374—Lee Supanchis, 16, North H. S., Den- 
ver, Colo. T-Mrs. Lacey 

375—Joe Venegas, 18, Jefferson Davis Sr 
H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Anita M. Smith 


21—WEAVING 
(Lily Mills Co., sponsor) 
Group I 

376—Martha Bellamy, 13, Horace Mann Jr 
H. S., Tulsa, Okla. T-Olah Little. 

377—Nettie James, 14, Englewood H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Lucille G. Spann. 

378—Kathy Kyes, 13, Kingswood School, 
Bloomfield Hills, Mich. T-Mrs. Lillian Holm 

379—Roy Lovelady, 14, Riverside Jr. H. S., 
Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Mary Lee Alford. 

380—Lydia Moore, 14, Kingswood School 
Cranbrook, Bloomfield Hills, Mich. T-Mrs 
Lillian Holm. 

381—Becky Sills, 14, Salomonie Twp 
School, Warren, Ind. T-Mrs. Ethel M. Click. 


Award in Oil, Group ll, by Charles Heim, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. First shown at Chicago American show at The Fair. 





















































Award in Black Drawing Ink, Group II, by Lura Rinehart, Parkersburg (West Va.) H. S. 
First shown at the West Virginia Regional Exhibition held at The Diamond, Charleston. 


382—Nancy Wissmath, 13, Antonito (Colo.) 
Jr. H. S, T-Sister M. Gratia, O. S. B. 


Group II 


383—Annetta Blackburn, 16, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold. 
384—Sandra_ Breithaupt, 17, Franklin 
H. S., Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. 
Arnold 
385—LeRoy Bruner, 18, Milby H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Mary E. Heickman 
386—Georgine Dunlop, 18, Franklin H. §&S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold. 
387—Angelina Farrugia, 17, Stamford 
(Conn.) H. S. T-Mrs, Nellie B. Burow 
388—Mary Gates, 17, Los Angeles (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Ethel F. Wardrep. 
389—Tommy Gee, 15, Jefferson Davis Sr. 
H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Miss A. Smith. 
390—Lawrence Hensarling, 16, Milby H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Mary E. Heickman. 
391—Katherine S. Morrow. 17, Central 
H. S., Redwing, Minn. T-Robert L. Anderson 
392—-Darleen Page, 17, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs, Evelyn W. Arnold. 
393—Jo Ann Postma, 18, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnol‘. 
394—-Rose Soucek, 17, Lincoln H. S., Port- 
land, Ore. T-Mildred Steinmetz. 
395—Richard Toth, 17, Los Angeles (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Ethel F. Wardrop. 


22—JEWELRY AND METALRY 


(Scholastic Magazines, sponsor) 


Group I 
396—Roland Benge, 16, John Dewey Con- 


tinuation H. S., Long Beach, Calif. T-Ted 
Baird 


Group II 


397—Reyes Chavez, 19, U. S. Indian School, 
Santa Fe, N. Mex. T-Jimmie Yazzie. 

398—Erma Ginnevan, 16, South Hills H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 

399—David Hasselhofen, 15, Central H. S., 
Sheboygan, Wis. T-Michael Brandt. 

400—Elaine Knickerbocker, 17, Santa Ana 
(Calif.) H.S. T-Mrs. Mary Carrier. 

401—Ellen Kolbes, 18, Lower Merion Sr. 
H.S., Philadelphia, Pa. T-Thomas E. Ryder. 

402—Donald Leathery, 17, Allegheny H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Carl Heyne. 

403—Linn Noah, 17, South Hill H.S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 

404—Robert Potts, 18, South Hill H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 

405—Chuck Rotkin, 17, Fairfax H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Lois E. Franice. 


23—ENAMELING 


(Thomas C. Thompson Co., sponsor) 


Group I 


406—Rex Benedict, 14, James Madison Jr. 
H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-H. Pattersen. 

407—John Haberern, 13, Bernard School, 
Manchester, Conn. T-Mrs. Elizabeth Budd. 





408—Virginia Hartley, 14, West H. S., Roch- 
ester, N. Y. T-Miss C. Werner & Mrs. Arlene 
Murdock. 

409—Janet McVey, 14, Smiley Jr. H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-H. Casagranda. 

410—Gary Milek, 13, Barnard School, Man- 
chester, Conn. T-Mrs. Elizabeth Budd. 


Group II 


411—Josephine Algeri, 17, Jane Addams 
Voc. H.S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Frances 
Hawkswell 

412—Dave Lane, 17, North H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Gale J. Greenwood. 

413—Carol McPhee, South Boston (Mass.) 
H. S. T-Josephine Mahoney. 

414—Kenar Parnagian, 18, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Mabel Mustonen. 

415—Clyde Spooner, 15, Carl Schurz H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Luella A. Newell. 


24—LEATHERCRAFT 


(J. C. Larson Co., sponsor) 


Group I 

416—Mike Canan, 13, Emerson Jr. H. S., 
West Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Helen Luit- 
jens 

417—Clark Davis, 13, Bancroft Jr. H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Ruth Lewis. 

418—Sally Hathaway, 13, Emerson Jr. H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Helen Luitjens. 

419—Yvonne Hull, 15, Oak Park (Ill.) & 
River Forest H. S. T-Goodwill Post. 


Group II 

420—Kenny Burkdoll, 18, 
(Calif.) Sr. H. S. T-J. M. Metcalf 

421—Helen Jarvis, 16, West H. S., Denver, 
Colo, T-Myrtice Patty. 

422—Carol Kruegel, 17, Kirkwood (Mo.) 
H. S. T-Jean Sheppard. 

423—-Tyree Parker, 16, B. T. Washington 
Tech. H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Joel Curtis Cage. 

424—Jack Shade, 16, San Rafael (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Louise N. Lewis. 

425—Joann Sonderegger, 17, Ferguson 
(Mo.) H. S. T-Mrs. Alice P. Ulbright. 


Montebello 


THE STRATHMORE AWARDS 
(A $25 award for an outstanding pictorial 
entry from each sponsored region) 


426—ALABAMA—George Ellis, 17, Ensley 
H. S., Birmingham, Ala. T-Caroline Dick. 
(Opaque Water Color) 

427—_ARIZONA—Elivoria Chaires, 15, West 
Phoenix (Ariz.) H. S. T-David P. Fuller. 
(Opaque Water Color) 

428—NORTHERN CALIFORNIA — Robert 
Bruce Mitchell, 17, Fremont H. S., Oakland, 
Calif. T-Mrs. Mary Whitten. (Transparent 
Water Color.) 


429—SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA — Jack 
Spangler, 18, Glendale (Calif.) H. S. T-Clyde 
Johnson. (Oil) 
430—COLORADO—Tom Russell, 15, Wheat 
Ridge (Colo.) H. S. T-V. H. Wetherbee. 
(Black Drawing Ink) 
431—CONNECTICUT — Lawrence Perron, 
16, Stamford (Conn.) H. S. T-Mayo Sorg- 
man. (Colored Drawing Ink) 
432—DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA — Tom 
Locker, 17, Wilson H. S., Washington, D.C. 
T-Mrs. M. Mulford. (Opaque Water Color) 
433—IDAHO—Claudya Hermann, 15, North 
Jr. H. S., Boise, Idaho. T-Louis Peck. (Black 
Drawing Ink) 
434—-CHICAGO—Barbara Winkelhake, 17, 
Amundsen H.S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche 
Breit. (Opaque Water Color) 
435—NORTHEASTERN ILLINOIS — Ester 
Adelman, 16, Evanston (Ill.) Twp. H. S. 
T-John W. Price. (Transparent Water Color) 
436—OAK PARK AREA, ILLINOIS—Mariah 
E. Imberman, 16, Hinsdale (Ill.) Twp. H.S. 
T-John McNee. (Oil) 
437—_IOWA — Beth Power, 15, Newton 
(Iowa) Sr. H. S. T-Charles L. Downs. 
(Opaque Water Color) 
438—KENTUCKY — Lance Stephens, 16, 
Henry Clay H. S., Lexington, Ky. T-James 
Smith. (Opaque Water Color) 
439—MASSACHUSETTS — Carol McPhee, 
18, South Boston (Mass.) H. S. T-Josephine 
Mahoney. (Opaque Water Color) 
440—SOUTHEASTERN MICHIGAN— Ross 
Sullenberger, 18, Cass Tech. H. S., Detroit, 
Mich. T-Elizabeth Bates. (Transparent Water 
Color) 
441—MINNESOTA—Nancy Town, 17, Roch- 
ester (Minn.) H. S. T-Charles Rudkin. (Pas- 
tels, Charcoal, Crayon, and Colored Chalk) 
442—EASTERN MISSOURI—Sandra Mac- 
Donald, 16, Cleveland H. S., St. Louis, Mo. 
T-James Elliott. (Opaque Water Color) 
443—WESTERN MISSOURI—Sherry] Todd, 
17, Westport H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Ruth 
Beck. (Opaque Water Color) 
444—-NEBRASKA—Jerry Jacoby, 16, Lin- 
coln (Nebr.) H. S. T-Donald G. Byorth. 
(Black Drawing Ink) 
445—SOUTHERN NEW JERSEY — John 
Mecray, 17, Cape May (N. J.) H. S. T-Mrs. 
Margaret H. Schellenger. (Opaque Water 
Color) 
446—CENTRAL WESTERN NEW YORK— 
Jane Popell, 15, Memorial Art Gallery, Roch- 
ester, N. Y. T-A. L. Melenbacker, (Opaque 
Water Color) 
447—NORTH CENTRAL NEW YORK— 
Betty Brown, 12, T. Aaron Levy School, 
Syracuse, N. Y. T-Evangeline Peters. (Oil) 
448—NORTHEAST CENTRAL OHIO—Terry 
Campbell, 17, Hower Voc. H. S., Akron, Ohio. 
T-Mrs. Abbie Nelson. (Opaque Water Color) 





Award in Costume Design, Gp. II, Ambra 
Sersich, School of Ind. Art, New York. 





| 
| 

















Places in Show, Weaving, Gp. |, by Mary 
Stuart, 14, Greiner Jr. H. S., Dallas, 
Tex. First shown, Titche-Goettinger Co.; 
Gp. Il (bottom) by Lois Shaw, Franklin 
H. S., Portland, Ore. Shown at Lipman’s. 


449—-NORTHEASTERN OHIO LAKE AREA 
—Ted Leibovitz, 19, Glenville H. S., Cleve- 
land, Ohio. T-Charles S. Ford. (Oil) 

450—SOUTHERN OHIO—Joel Thomason, 
13, Walnut Hills H. S., Cincinnati, Ohio. T- 
Glenn Volz. (Oil) 

451—_OKLAHOMA — Jerry Cross, 17, Will 
Rogers H. S., Tulsa, Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense 
Bateholts. (Transparent Water Color) 

452—OREGON — Fred Schwab, 18, U. S 
Grant H. S., Portland, Ore. T-Darle Her- 
mann. (Oil) 

453—SOUTHEASTERN PENNSYLVANIA 
—Cecilia L. Finberg, 16, H. S. for Girls, 
Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mrs. Gladys Block 
(Pastels, Charcoal, Crayon, and Colored 
Chalk) 

454—WESTERN PENNSYLVANIA — Lois 
Lancaster, 16, Erie (Pa.) Tech. H. S. T-Jos- 
eph M. Plavean. (Transparent Water Color) 

455—EASTERN TENNESSEE — David Sil- 
ver, 13, Christenberry Jr. H. S., Knoxville, 
Tenn. T-Geary Reynolds. (Pastels, Charcoal, 
Crayon, and Colored Chalk) 

456—WESTERN TENNESSEE—Joyce Zam- 
broni, 17, South Side H. S., Memphis, Tenn. 
T-Mrs. Cornelia Wolfe. (Pastels, Charcoal, 
Crayon, and Colored Chalk) 

457—NORTH CENTRAL TEXAS — John 
Withers, 14, Riverside Jr. H. S., Ft. Worth, 
Tex. T-Mary Lee Alford. (Opaque Water 
Color) 

458—NORTHEASTERN TEXAS — Harold 
Mitchell, 16, Sherman (Tex.) Sr. H. S. T- 
Lloyd Shively. (Transparent Water Color) 

459—SOUTHEASTERN TEXAS — Betty 
Jean Herzog, 17, Jeff Davis Sr. H. S., Hous- 
ton, Tex. T-Anita M. Smith. (Opaque Water 
Color) 

460—WEST TEXAS & NEW MEXICO—Luis 
Gerardo, 15, Thomas Jefferson School, El 
Paso, Tex. T-Lawrence Scott. (Transparent 
Water Color) 

461—INLAND EMPIRE REGION, WASH- 
INGTON—Bill Wiley, 17, Columbia H. §&., 
Richland, Wash. T-James McGrath. (Black 
Drawing Ink) 

462—WESTERN WASHINGTON —Barbara 
Dahley, 13, James Madison School, Seattle, 
Wash. T-Henry Petterson. (Mixed Media) 

463—-WEST VIRGINIA—Dick Zdinak, 17, 
Weirton (W. Va.) H. S. T-James R. Haworth 
(Oil) 

464—WISCONSIN — Leon Travanty, 18, 
Bradford H. S., Kenosha, Wis. T-Kenneth 
Brown. (Transparent Water Color) 


SPECIAL AWARDS 


Martin 8. Leisser Memorial Award 


(Observation of Environment, $50) : 
465—Fred Schwab, 18, U. S. Grant H. &., 
Portland, Ore. T-Darle Hermann. 


George H. Clapp Memorial Award 


(Interpretation of School Life, $50): 
466—Mary Hein, 15, Brush H. S., Cleveland, 
Ohio. T-F. A. Biehle. 


The following students won places in the OILS 
Classification; 467 through 524. 


467—Patricia King, 13, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala, T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

468—Don MacLane, 18, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

469—Bob Schwenck, 18, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

470—Jack Spangler, 18, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

471—Sharon Tarr, 17, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

472—Virginia Rathbun, 15, Grossmont 
(Calif.) H. S. T-Marjorie Hyde. 

473—Eddy Dechant, 15, Clear Lake Union 
H. S., Lakeport, Calif. T-Harriet J. Cook 

474—Vera Fessler, 16, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier. 

475—Suzanne Wong, 18, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier 

476—Phyllis Rothstein, 17, Norwich (Conn.) 
Free Academy. T-Joseph P. Gualtieri 

477—Alan Cote, 17, Windham H. S., Wil- 
limantic, Conn. T-John Levitsky. 

478—Ann Bailey, 15, Mount Vernon Semi- 
nary, Washington, D. C. T-Mrs. Gifford 
Orwen. 

479—Tom Locker, 17, Wilson H. S., Wash- 
ington, D. C. T-Mrs. Mulford. 

480—Diane Elizabeth Godin, 16, Boca Ciega 
Sr. H. S., St. Petersburg, Fla. T-Robert B 
Sprague. 

481—Anne Goodman, 17, Sarasota (Fla.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Margaret C. Clement. 

482—-Willard Pilchard, 17, Bowen H. S 
Chicago, Ill. T-Gloria Odum 

483—-Charles Arnette, 18, Lane Tech. H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Joseph Young. 

484—Earl Taslitz, 17, Roosevelt H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Minnie M. Strosher. 

485—Allen Dwan, 13, Martha Ruggles 
School, Chicago, Ill. T-Lucille Paulls 

486—Sandra Willis, 15, Maine Twp. H. S., 
Des Plaines, Ill. T-Joseph Stilp. 

487—Mariah E. Imberman, 16, Hinsdale 
(Ill.) Twp. H. S., T-John McNee. 

488—Ronald Corsini, 17, Oak Park (Ill.) & 
River Forest H. S. T-Esther Robinson 

489—David Savage, 18, Dixie Heights H. S., 
Covington, Ky. T-Lou Daniels. 

490—Benny Boyer, 16, Kenwood H. S., 
Baltimore, Md. T-Adele Jacobs. 

491—Paul Wagner, 16, Fitchburg (Mass.) 
H. S., T-John S. Lukas. 

492—Gregory Quiton, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Bernadine Sether. 

493—Marion Fedrizzo, 17, Cooley H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Stella Shivickas. 

494—Joseph Arguelles, 16, Rochester 
(Minn.) Sr. H. S. T-C. Riedkin. 

495—Heather Johnson, 15, Westport H. S., 
Kansas City, Mo. T-Ruth Beck. 





Place in Show, Ceramics, Gp. ll, Sarah 
Scott, John Burroughs School, Clayton, 
Mo. First shown at Stix, Baer & Fuller. 


WI 


496—Lora Franklin, 16, Omaha (Nebr.) 
Central H. S. T-Augustus Dunbier. 

497—John W. Waneck, 18, Memorial H. S.., 
West New York, N. J. T-Fabian Zaccone 

498—Carl Andackt, 18, Tilden H. S., Brook- 
lyn, N. Y. T-Maxwell Mandel. 

499—Barbara Hastie, 17, Kingston (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Althea Odell. 

500—Jonathan Levin, 16, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Herman Bloomstien 

501—Margot Schwartz, 16, H. S. of Music 
& Art, New York, N. Y. T-Herman Bloom- 
stien. 

502—Leslie Allen, 15, Columbia School, 
Rochester, N. Y. T-A. L. Melenbacker 

503—Rogers Cleary, 17, Purcell H. S., Cin- 
cinnati, Ohio. T-Bro. Francis J. Grisez, 5S. M 

504—Patricia Collins, 13, Walnut Hills H. S., 
Cincinnati, Ohio. T-G. Volz 

505—Sheldon Arsham, 17, Glenville H. S 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles Ford 

506—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H. S 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Eterovich 

507-508—Dean Drahos, 17, Marshall H. &S.., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Irene Kissel 

509—Susan Schaetzel, 16, Fairborn (Ohio) 
H. S. T-Paul M, Trottman 

510—David Floyd, 17, Norwood (Ohio) 
H. S. T-J. P, Olmes. 

511—Nancy Pasha, 16, Fitch School, 
Youngstown, Ohio. T-Mrs. Mary Kay D’lsa. 

512—Brenda Carter, 14, Midwest City 
(Okla.) Jr. H. S. T-John Carter Berland 

513—Graham Walters, 12, Stillwater 
(Okla.) H,. S. T-Mrs. Perry Norris 

514—Jerry Cross, 17, Rogers H. S., Tulsa, 
Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense Bateholts. 

515—Marda Emslie, 13, Gray School, Port- 
land, Ore. T-Mrs. Marjorie C. Means 

516—Joan H. Rush, 17, Lower Merion Sr 
H. S., Ardmore, Pa. T-William Charles 
Bahmermann. 

517—Joseph Drozeski, 18, Erie (Pa.) Tech. 
H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 

518—Eugene Ellick, 17, Simon Gratz H 
Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mildred Jantzen 

519—Claire Hudgins, 17, Central H. S., 
Memphis, Tenn. T-Helen C. Hamilton 

520—Thomas Philippart, 19, Victory H. S., 
Clarksburg, W. Va. T-Candace C. Davis. 

521—Nancy Martin, 16, Huntington 
Va.) East H. S. T-Mrs. Audra Keller 

522—Carl Spangler, 17, Morgantown (W 
Va.) H. S. T-Sam Madia. 

523—Sandra Russell, 14, Morgantown (W 
Va.) Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Joyce H. Morice 

524—John Scheder, 14, Pulaski School, Mil- 
waukee, Wis. T-Ruth Lassen. 


7) 


- 


The following students won places in TRANS- 
PARENT WATER COLORS: 525 through 662. 


525—Marion Arthur, 13, Avondale School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Helen Higdon 

526—Bill Schwartz, 14, Avondale School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Helen Higdon 

527—Rebecca Logan, 13, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells 

528-529—Denton Schultz, 17, North Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Frances Kapanke 

530—Richard Gower, 17, West Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-Mrs. Martha Macon. 

531—Howard Mann, 12, Culver City (Calif.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Sally Carroll. 

532—-Shary Saunders, 16, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

533—Suzanne Welch, 17, Hoover H. S 
Glendale, Calif. T-Mrs. Bertha Foster 

534—Judith Von Ever, 16, Hollywood H. S 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-A. W. Bauer 

535—Leo Fabro, 18, University H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Darcy Hayman 

536—Dick Hatch, 17, Newport Calif.) 
Union H. S., T-Mrs. Shirley R. Rice 

537—Bruce Mitchell, 17, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H, S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier. 

538—Suzanne Wong, 18, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier 

539—Karen Hedlind, 14, Lassen Jr. H. S., 
Sacramento, Calif. T-Larry T. Welden 

540—Jimmy Tom, 16, Continuation School, 
San Francisco, Calif. T-Mrs. Irma B. Nelson 

541—Geoffrey Clark, 15, Laguna Blanca 
School, Santa Barbara, Calif. T-Mrs. Natalie 
B. McMahon. 

542—Allan Dart, 17, Santa Maria (Calif.) 
Union H. S. T-George Muro. 

543—Amy Yutani, 13, California H. §&., 
Whittier, Calif. T-Mrs. Mary French. 
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544—Cortland Cool, 14, North Jr. H. S., 
Colorado Springs, Colo. T-Mrs. Bessie Hun- 
ter Eastwood. 

545—Jerry Baca, 13, Lake Jr. H. S., Denver, 
Colo. T-Mrs. Marilynn Linn. 

546—Dona Johnston, 14, Smiley Jr. H. S., 
Durango, Colo. T-Alice Bay. 

547—John Marsh, 18, Wilcox Tech. H. S., 
Meriden, Conn. T-Ernst Lohrmann. 

548—Walter Sowinski, 16, Middletown 
(Conn.) H. S. T-John Sweeney. 

549—Marilyn Whipple, 17, Norwich (Conn.) 
Free Academy. T-Margaret L. Triplett. 

550—Lawrence Perron, 16, Stamford 
(Conn.) H. S. T-Mayo Sorgman. 

551—Barbara Rothstein, 14, Crosby H. S., 
Waterbury, Conn. T-Mother St. Paule 
ad’ Avila. 

552—Dan Ward, 15, North Jr. H. S., Boise, 
Idaho. T-Louis Peck. 

553—Jo Ann Van Dell, 15, Danville (IIl.) 
H. S. T-Betty Sullenberger. 

554—Nancy Shearer, 14, Maine Twp. H. S., 
Des Plaines, Ill. T-A. Hopsens. 

555—Gerald Hardy, 16, Proviso Twp. H. S., 
Maywood, Ill. T-Nancy Zochert. 

556—Nancy Crawley, 12, Holmes School, 
Oak Park, Ill. T-Ruth Reinel. 

557—Lois Larson, 18, Maine Twp. H. S., 
Park Ridge, Ill. T-Bill Hopkins. 

558—Bill Colville, 14, New Trier Twp. H. S. 
Winnetka, Ill. T-John Stenvall. 

559—Larry Burger, 15, North Side H. S., 
Fort Wayne, Ind. T-Marjorie Bell. 

560-—Betty Lukemire, 17, Richmond (Ind.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Edward Loar. 

561—Robert Turner, 16, Clinton 
H. S. T-Charles Rochau. 

562—Yvonne Slifka, 18, Cresco 
Public H. S. T-Richard Stevens. 

563—Richard Talcott, 12, Callanan Jr. H. S., 
Des Moines, Iowa. T-Elizabeth H. Bryant. 

564—Dave Snodgrass, 17, Des Moines 
(Iowa) Tech. School. T-Harlan Holladay. 

565—Judy Randecker, 13, Jefferson Jr. 
H. S. Dubuque, Iowa. T-A. Harazin. 


(Iowa) 


(Iowa) 


566—Nancy Marsh, 14, Leavenworth (Kan- 
sas) Sr. H. S. T-J. V. Kelso. 
567-568—Anthony C. Costello, 16, Phillips 
Academy, Andover, Mass. T-Patrick Morgan. 
569—Gail Chin, 18, Boston (Mass.) Girl's 
H. S. T-Gretchen Cook. 
570—Ruth Burris, 15, Campbell 
Boston, Mass. T-Frances Keefe. 
571—Don Cochrane, 17, Dorchester H. S., 
Boston, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook. 
572—Marlene Wallin, 18, Dorchester H. S., 
Boston, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook. 
573—Marge McCray, 12, Dwight School, 
Boston, Mass. T-Lawrence J. Lesser. 
574—Marion Teal, 13, Edwards Jr. H. S., 
Boston, Mass. T-Pauline A. Thompson. 
575—Peter Van Pattern, 15, Eaglebrook 
School, Deerfield, Mass. T-Bernard J. Felch. 
576—Beverly Porter, 17, Malden (Mass.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Mary D. Carney. 
577—Judith Dow, 16, Swampscott (Mass.) 
H. S. T-Mary M. Chaisson. 
578—Marlene Andrich, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 
579—Earl Bonuam, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 
580—Uldis Klavins, 18, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Elizabeth Bates. 
581-582—Dan Lofland, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 
583-584—Herbert Olds, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 
585—Diana Porter, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 
586-587—Gregory Quiton, 17, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 
588—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 
589—Eleanor Wahlbrinck, 16, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 
590—Stephanie Pesch, 13, Foch Intermedi- 
ate School, Detroit. Mich. T-Paul Peters. 
591—Marvin Atkins, 15, Garfield Interme- 
diate School, Detroit, Mich. T-Charles W. 
Finger. 


School, 


Award in Oil, Group |, by Alexandra Bakowycz, Saint Mary’s 
School, Phoenix, Ariz. First exhibited at Phoenix College. 


592—William Kaston, 14, Mackenzie H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Jane Kilgour. 

593—Paul Brown Harrington, Jr., 17, Cen- 
tral H. S., Jackson, Miss. T-Mrs. Geral Mar- 
ley. 

594—-Mary Katherine Williams, 17, North- 
east Sr. H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Mabel A. 
Newitt. 

595—Sandra Poe, 14, Southeast H. S., Kan- 
sas City, Mo. T-Betty Denny. 

596—Mary Helen Aquirre, 13, West Jr. 
H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Myrtle Heimbrook. 

597—Joyce Cullmann, 17, Grover Cleveland 
H. S., St. Louis, Mo. T-James Elliott. 

598—Virginia Evers, 17, Grover Cleveland 
H. S., St. Louis, Mo. T-James Elliott. 

599—Marjorie Richter, 17, Webster Groves 
(Mo.) H. S. T-Edwin D. Myers. 

600—John W. Waneck, 18, Memorial H. S., 
West New York, N. J. T-Fabian Zaccone. 

601—Penny Gottfried, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

602—Victor Opalek, 15, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Paul Grubman. 

603—Barbara Hastie, 17, Kingston (N. Y.) 
H. S., T-Mrs. Althea Odell. 

604—Florence Bobrove, 15, H. S. of Music 
& Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Catherine 
O’Sheridan. 

605—Robert Adinolfi, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob Biegel- 
eisen. 

606—Charles Kornberger, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. -Y. T-Donald 
Vogel. 

607—Robert Fish, 14, East H. S., Rochester, 
N. Y. T-Mrs. Kathryn Zobel. 

608—Paula Levatino, 14, Franklin School, 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Marian Tuthill. 

609—Patricia Inguaquiato, 12, School #36, 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Mrs. Madeline Stanley. 

610—Sandra Brownfield, 12, West Jr. H. S., 
Akron, Ohio. T-Thomas C. Jones. 

611—Robert Jergens, 16, Adams H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mary Mosgo. 

612—Damon Tilghman, 18, Adams H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mary Mosgo. 

613—Walter Killian, 17, East Tech. H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Nicholas G. Livaich. 

614—Barbara Wood, 17, Heights H. S., 
Cleveland Heights, Ohio, T-C. J. Bachtel. 

615—Barbara Toth, 17, Maple Heights 
(Ohio) H. S. T-William F. Whittsett. 

616—Roy Morgan, 19, Norwood 
H. S. T-J. P. Olmes. 

617—Carol Lantz, 14, Howland H. S., War- 
ren, Ohio. T-George Breckner, Jr. 

618—Nancy Phillips, 16, Howland H. S., 
Warren, Ohio. T-George Breckner, Jr. 

619—Don Casey, Rayen H. S., Youngstown, 
Ohio. T-J. J. Benninger. 

620-621—Jerry Cross, 17, Rogers H. S., 
Tulsa, Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense Bateholts. 

622—Dorothy Williams, 17, Tulsa (Okla.) 
Central H. S. T-Treva Mills. 

623—Hugh Webb, 14, Corvallis (Ore.) H. S. 
T-Clarence Bates. 

624—James Matteson, 18, Klamath Union 
H. S., Klamath Falls, Ore. T-Howard Hall. 

625-626—Johnny Jones, 14, Grant H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Bill Colby. 

627—Gloria Nason, 15, Grant H. S., Port- 
land, Ore. T-Darle Hermann. 

628—Michael B. Wilson, 12, Lawrence Park 
H. S., Erie, Pa. T-Robert J. Vislosky. 

629—Lindley Jaquette, 16, Ramsay H. S., 
Mount Pleasant, Pa. T-Kenneth C. Love. 

630—Anthony Cirineo, 14, Bartlett Jr. H. S., 
Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mrs. Ann McCloskey. 

631—Gloria Gicker, 14, Dimner Beeber Jr. 
H. S., Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mrs,. Arlene Love 
Lippman, 

632—Flora Willing, 14, Girls’ H. S., Phila- 
delphia, Pa. T-Mrs. Gladys Bloch. 

633—Eugene Ellick, 17, Gratz H. S., Phila- 
delphia, Pa. T-Mrs. Annabel T. Hawman. 

634—William Beatty, 13. Langley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Miss Bridgewater. 

635—Florence Geasa, 17, Perry H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Mrs. Rose Lundgren. 

636—David Grove, 14, Upper Darby (Pa.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Hester Cunningham. 

637—Yvonne Viser, 17, South Side H. S., 
Memphis, Tenn. T-Mrs. Cornelia Wolfe. 

638—Walter George Knestrick, 17, Hills- 
boro H. S., Nashville, Tenn. T-Mrs, Helene 
Connell. 

639-640—Sherry Griffing, 18, 
(Tex.) H. S. T-Mrs. Opal Duncan, 


(Ohio) 


Beaumont 
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641—Fred Turner, 13, Bowie Jr. H. S., 
Beaumont, Texas. T-Mrs. Nelva F. Perkins. 

642—Simon Prince, Jr., 18, French H. §&., 
Beaumont, Texas. T-Mrs. Dorothy L. Dunn. 

643—Russell Carley, 15, South Oak Cliff 
School, Dallas, Texas. T-Mrs. McManus. 

644—Jane Donaghe, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Texas. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

645—Bill Murdy, 12, Stonewall Jackson Jr. 
H. S., Houston, Texas. T-Joan Meyer. 

646—Ann Taylor, 12, Pershing Jr. H. S., 
Houston, Texas. T-Mrs. Lil Sorrels. 

647—Bill Bristow, 18, Jefferson H. S., San 
Antonio, Texas. T-Ruby Dugosh. 

648—Janice Heard, 15, Granby H. S., Nor- 
folk, Va. T-Elizabeth Richmond. 

649—Margaret St. James Sobjack, 17, 
Mount Baker H. S., Deming, Wash. T-Mrs. 
Daisy B. Griffen. 

650—Jane Waddell, 12, Mercer 
(Wash.) H. S., T-Millard Petersky. 

651—Mary Ellen Lundberg, 15, Lincoln 
H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Anna Belle 
Riley. 

652—John Hopper, 17, Roosevelt H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Lois Fulton. 

653—Charles Martin, 16, North Central 
H. S., Spokane, Wash. T-K. C. Myhre. 

654—Norman Harrison, 17, Charleston. (W. 
Va.) H. S, T-Agnes Huston. 

655—Jane Butler, 14, Cammack Jr. H. S., 
Huntington, W. Va. T-Carolyn Newcomb. 

656—Carl Spangler, 17, Morgantown (W. 
Va.) H. S. T-Sam Madia. 

657—Jerry Smith, 16, Collins H. S., Oak 
Hill, W.Va. T-Mrs, Winifred Nichols Mackey. 

658—Harold Koehler, 15, Peckham Jr. H. S., 
Milwaukee, Wis. T-Eugene E. Bushey. 

659-660—Patricia Wolfe, 17, Whitefish Bay 
H. S., Milwaukee, Wis. T-Lorrainne Eggert. 

661-662—James Den Boer, 17, North H. &S., 
Sheboygan, Wis. T-Edward Goebel. 


Island 


The following students won places in the 
OPAQUE WATER COLORS Classification: 663 
through 825. 


663-664—George Ellis, 17, Ensley H. S., Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Caroline Dick. 
665—Carolyn Cowdy, 14, Phillips H. S., Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Garnet Leader. 
666—Jackie Gill, 16, Ramsay H. S., Bir- 
mingham, Ala, T-Mary Bradley. 
667—Patricia King, 13, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs, Lila J. Wells. 
668—Harold Hodges, 17, Tuscaloosa (Ala.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Mrs. Harriett B. Stogrin. 
669—Sarah Thomas, 16, Tuscaloosa (Ala.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Mrs. Harriett B. Stogrin. 
670—Nita Mastrangelo, 18, Phoenix (Ariz.) 
Union H. S. T-Julia McCann. 
671—Shelley Pond, 13, The Anna Head 
School, Berkeley, Calif. T-Mrs. Jean Raible. 
672—Dwayne Elmore, 15, Chino (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Agnes Stewart. 
673—William Auther, 17, Long Beach 
(Calif.) Polytechnic H. S. T-Elsa Warner. 


674—Dan Carman, 14, Emerson Jr. H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Helen Dodds 
675—Tony Navares, 17, John Marshall H. S.., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. M. G. Lewerenz. 
676—Bernice Bing, 18, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier. 
677—Roberta Chatterton, 12, Birmingham 
Jr. H. S., Van Nuys, Calif. T-Miss M. Russell 
678—John Galvert, 12 Birmingham Jr. 
H. S., Van Nuys. T-Milton Hirschl. 
679—Joe Loe, 12, Birmingham Jr 
Van Nuys, Calif. T-Margaret Russell. 
680—Barbara Vallentyne, 16, Vista (Calif.) 
H. S. T-James M. Holland. 
681—Jay Brady, 15, North Jr. H. S., Colo- 
rado Springs, Colo. T-Mrs. Bessie Hunter 
Eastwood. 
682—Henry Imada, 12, Skinner Jr. H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Mr. Marecak. 
683—Frank Lehninger, 16, 
(Conn.) Public H. S. T-Anna Merz. 
684—-Marie Agun, 16, Norwich (Conn.) 
Free Academy. T-Margaret L. Triplett. 
685—Valdis Kupris, 15, Winham H. S., Wil- 
limantic, Conn. T-John Levitsky. 
686—Camille Martell, 15, Ursuline 
emy, Wilmington, Del. T-Mrs 
Quirk. 
687—Maxine Cuser, 16, Amundsen H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit 
688—Roberta Harrison, 17, Amundsen H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 
689—Janet Parkes, 15, Calumet H. S., 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Marie A. Reilly. 
690—Laura Radtke, 14, Calumet H 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Marie A. Reilly 
691—-Marjorie Jambor, 13, Carpenter 
School, Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Gail Gottlieb. 
692—June Bradshaw, 16, Carver School, 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Johnnie C. L. Davis. 
693—Oretha Hayes, 15, Crane H, S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Geraldine H. Butler. 
694—-Delores Lee, 14, David Farragut H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Regina Kirschner. 
695—Judy Schatten, 14, David Farragut 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Regina Kirschner. 
696—Ronald Kraan, 14, Fenger H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Myrtle A. Runyan. 
697—John Condie, 15, Harper H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mary K. O'Malley. 
698—Richard Jensen, 14, Healy H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Marion Fitzgibbon. 
699—Fred Braidman, 15, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Nellie Hull. 
700—Charles Heim, 16, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Nellie Hull. 
7i1—Judice Sylvester, 15, Hirsch H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine B. Parker. 
702—Judith Thomas, 17, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine B. Parker. 
703—Lucille Ball, 14, Hyde Park H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Elizabeth S. Good. 
1)4—Tracey Stern, 15, Hyde Park H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. R. C. W. Brandenburg. 
705—Claudette J. Crumley, 16, Kelly H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Sturmer Role. 
706—Barbara Nedlo, 15, Kelly H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Sturmer Role. 


H. S., 


Hartford 


Acad- 
Anna F. 


Chi- 


S., Chi- 


707—William Partipilo, 17, Kelvyn Park 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Ethel A. Adams 

708—Donald Norsic, 17, Lindblom Tech 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-J. S. Schmitt 

709—Mollie Sconyers, 15, Marshall H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Jean B. Washington 

710—Carole Tolbert, 14, Roosevelt H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-E. Gretchen Bloomster 

711—Gilbert Canchola, 13, Skinner H 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. J. Gillard 

712—Rita Garrera, 15, Steinmetz H 
Chicago, lll. T-L. Rebbeck 

713—Ruth Wuitas, 1 
Chicago, Ill. T-L. Rebbeck 

714—Leonard Ades, 16, Si an H 
Chicago, Ill. T-Irene Humphrey 

715—-Sally Brenner, 17, Sulli: 
cago, ll. T-Irene Humphreys 

716-—-Ronald Kolish, 17, Sullivan H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Irene Humphreys 

717—Johnnie Williams, 12, Tennyson 
School, Chicago, Ill. T-Julien Drayton. 

718—Masao Watanabe, 16, Wells H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Alma F. Morgan 

719—Bob Logan Boyd, 16, Decatur (Ill.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Justean Bleeks 

720—Tressie Harbour, 17, Lincoln 
East St. Louis, Ill. T-Clarence Ball. 

721—Donna Polivka, 14, Riverside-Brook- 
field H. S., Riverside, Ill. T-G, Drew 

722—John Wicklund, 17, Waukegan 
Twp. H. S. T-Everett P. Misunas 

723—Mary Lynne Murray, 14, New Trier 
Twp. H. S., Winnetka, Ill. T-John F. Stenvall 

724—George Ratcliff, 15, Cresco (lowa) 
Public School. T-R. H. Stevens. 

725—Deanne Sue Dillion, 17, Kansas School 
for the Deaf, Olathe, Kans. T-Mrs. Grace 
Bilger. 

726—Robert Goodan, 16, Henry Clay H. S., 
Lexington, Ky. T-James Smith 

727—Laura Volkerding, 15, Atherton H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Lucy Diecks 

728—Tommy Netherton, 16, Manly Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Patsy Lee Griffin 

729—Geraldine Shaw, 13, Southern Jr. H 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 

730—Elizabeth Meigs, 18, Kenwood Sr. 
H. S., Baltimore, Md. T-Miss A. Jacobs. 

731—Judith Crowley, 17, Dorchester H. S., 
Boston, Mass. T-Gretchen Cook. 

732—Alan Fillmore, 15, Horace Mann 
School for the Deaf, Boston, Mass. T-Irene 
M. Bennett. 

733-735—Marlene Andrich, 17, Cass Tech 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Brackett. 

736—Frances Menk, 16, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall 

737—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall 

738—Eleanor Wahlbrinck, 16, Cass 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall 

739—Yvonne Kafoury, 16, Denby H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Kenneth Haines 

740—Robert Shoemaker, 13, Bailey Jr. 
H. S., Jackson, Miss. T-Malcolm M. Nor- 
wood. 

741—Richard Kromnacker, 16, 
(Mo.) H. 8S. T-Mrs, Jeannine Cook. 
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742-743—Mary Katherine 
Northeast Sr. H. S., Kansas 
T-Mabel A. Newitt. 

744—Sandford Kiesel, Westport H. S., Kan- 
sas City, Mo. T-Mrs. Lucile H. Jenkins. 

745—Tom Herrod, 14, North Platte (Nebr.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Pat Hoffman. 

746—Bruce Smith, 15, Dawes Ave. Jr. H. S., 
Somers Pt., N. J. T-Wenonah Bell. 

747-748—John W. Waneck, 18, Memorial 
H. S., West New York, N. J. T-Fabian 
Zaccone. 

749—Diana Gray, 16, Las Cruces (N. M.) 
H. S. T-George C. Gray. 

750—Rosalie Steinberg, 16, W. C. Mepham 
H. S., Bellmore, N. Y. T-Mrs. Dorothy Gade. 

751-752—Lenore Alban, 17, Lincoln H. §&., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

753—Joy Krumholz, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

754—Patricia Hart, 17, Prospect Heights 
H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rita K. Pom- 
erantz. 

755—Christine DeNering, 17, Marion (N. Y.) 
Central School. T-Eugenia Sepe. 

756—Robert Guard, 15, Newark (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Richard Hawver. 

757—Joel Avirom, 16, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-George Kaye. 

758—Loretta Pipkin, 14, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Oakman. 

759—Sandra Smith, 14, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Ruth E. Riley. 

760—Peter Temmer, 14, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Oakman. 

761—Mimi Hovsepian, 16, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob Biegel- 
eisen 

762—Joseph Silien, 12, James Monroe H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Mrs. Madelaine Stanley. 

763—Sandra Simon, 15, Benjamin Franklin 
H. S., Rochester, N. Y. T-Mr. Melenbacker. 

764—Albert Pomplas, 17, Edgewood H. S., 
Ashtabula, Ohio. T-Mrs. Dorothy Collins. 

765—Bob Craig, Berea (Ohio) H. S. T-Mr 
Armstrong. 

766—Bill Brozak, 13, Collinwood H. §&., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Madge Smythe. 

767—Shirley Dance, 14, Collinwood H. §&., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Madge Smythe. 

768-769—-Sheldon Arsham, 17, Glenville 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles Ford. 

770-771—Maureen B. Milicia, 17, Glenville 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles Ford. 

772—Sandra Jackson, 18, John Hay H. §&S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Helen L. Chudoba. 

773—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony Eterovich. 

774--Elien Janis, 13, Villa Angela Academy, 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Sister M. Andre. 

775—Elmarine Howard, West Tech. H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Paul Ulen. 

776—Richard Wood, 14, Monticello Jr. H.S., 
Cleveland Heights, Ohio. T-Vincent Ferrara. 

777—Mary Lou Moore, 13, Shaker Jr. H. S., 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-F. W. Rood. 

778—Dolores Gaydos, 13, East H.S., Youngs- 
town, Ohio. T-Mr. Burhe. 

7798—Carol Toth, 14, Fitch School, Youngs- 
town, Ohio. T-Mary Kay D’Isa 

780—Bill Carhart, 13, Laurelhurst H. S., 
Portiand, Ore. T-Mrs. Aris Bolles. 

781—Judi Fae Dyhr, 15, Roosevelt H. S., 
Portiand, Ore. T-Mrs. Alice Mackley 

782—DeVota Miller, 15, Roosevelt H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Alice Mackley. 


783—Joyce Pilgrim, 14, Roosevelt H. S., 
Portiand, Ore. T-Mrs. Alice Mackley. 
784—Susan Halladay, 13, Rose City Park 


School, Portland, Ore. T-Miss Pesola. 

785—Rex Arnold Peterson, 16, North Salem 
(Ore.) Sr. H. S. T-Pat Slayter. 

786—Joseph Drozeski, 18, Erie (Pa.) Tech. 
H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavcan 

787-788—Delphine Metz, 17, Erie 
Tech. H. S. T-Joseph M, Plavcan. 

789—Thomas Zdunski, 17, Erie (Pa.) Tech. 
H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 

790—John Hoffer, 16, William Penn H. S., 
Harrisburg, Pa. T-Ray P. Firestone. 

791—Dan Palus, 17, Johnstown (Pa.) Sr. 
H. S. T-Mrs. Madge Rose. 

792—Mike Russin, 17, Johnstown (Pa.) Sr. 
H. S. T-Mrs. Madge Rose 

793—Alan Leitch, 14, Bethel Sr. H. S., Li- 
brary, Pa. T-William P. Vafeas. 

794—Peggy Stemnock, 17, Bethel Sr. H. S., 
Library, Pa. T-William P. Vafeas. 

795—Melvin Bochner, 14, Allderdice H. S.., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Jennie A. Norton. 

796—Stanley Behon, 13, Latimer Jr. H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Mrs. Scott. 


(Pa.) 


797--Lorraine Wiegman, 16, North Alle- 
gheny H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-M. Wayne 
Vonarx. 

798—Lois Rubin, 18, Peabody H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Mrs. Esther Fineman. 

799—Charlotte Seligson, 17, Peabody H.S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Walter Kipp. 

800—James Lardas, Schenley H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa.’ T-Daniel Kuruna. 

801-802—Dale Lewis, 17, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Daniel Kuruna., 

803-805—Joseph Maggio, 17, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Daniel Kuruna. 

806—Lenore Rouff, 17, Schenley 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Daniel Kuruna. 

807—Robert Schellhardt, 18, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Daniel Kuruna. 

808—Richard Sekela, 14, Sci.enley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Daniel Kuruni. 

809—Robert Endsley, 19, Uniontown (Pa.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Robert A. Lyon, Jr. 

810—Sherry Griffing, 18, Beaumont (Tex.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Opal Duncan. 

811—Frances Crow, 16, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

812—Jane Donaghe, 15, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

813—Diana Morris, 17, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

814—Eleanor Anderson, 16, Lamar Sr. H. S., 
Houston, Tex, T-Genevieva Filson. 

815—Ethel Leonard, 17, Jefferson H. S., 
Port Arthur, Tex. T-Leonard B. George. 

816—George Ureta, Jane Addams Jr. H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Harry S. March. 

817—Suzanne de Cillia, 18, Ballard H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Grace C. Hinning. 

818—Charles McClung, 14, Sharples H. &., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Ethel H. Drew. 

819—Doris Thomas, 16, West 
(Wash.) H. S. T-Mrs. Hugh Riley. 

820—Norman Harrison, 17, Charleston (W. 
Va.) H. S. T-Agnes Huston. 

821—Virginia Hart, 16, Parkersburg (W. 
Va.) H. S. T-Mrs. Isabel Wilson. 

822—Dale Kujoth, 17, Messmer H. S., Mil- 
waukee, Wis. T-Sister Mary Richard S. S. 
N. D. 

823—Anne Holbrook, 18, Milwaukee (Wis.) 
Downer Seminary. T-Therese Staudt, 

824—Marcia Fecht, Shorewood (Wis.) H. S. 
T-Elise Johann. 

825—Bernard Trilosch, 18, South Mil- 
waukee (Wis.) H. S. T-Miss A. J. Bartlett. 


H. &., 


Seattle 


The following students won places in the 
PASTELS, CHARCOAL, CRAYON AND COLORED 
CHALK Classification: 826 through 885. 


826—Fannie Lu Sanderson, 13, Eagan 
School, Birmingham, Ala. T-Elsie Orr. 

827—Jerry Curry, Martin Elem. School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Beatrice Saxon. 

828—Thomas White, 13, Minor School, Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Amelia M. Clower. 


829—Elizabeth Edwards, 16, Phillips H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Garnet Leader. 


830—Bruce Whatley, 17, Fairfield (Ala.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Hilton V. Hammond. 
831—Allen Holmes, 16, Phoenix (Ariz.) 


Union H, S. T-Julia McCann. 

832—Sandy Campbell, 12, Horace Mann Jr. 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-John Cassone. 

833—Gerda Knodel, 12, Horace Mann Jr. 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-John Cassone. 

834—Steve Rand, 14, Lakewood (Colo.) Jr. 
H. S, T-Mrs. Lorene Woodard. 

835—John Marsh, 18, Horace C, Wilcox 
Tech. H. S., Meriden, Conn. T-Ernest Lohr- 
mann. 

836-838—Lawrence Perrone, 16, Stamford 
(Conn.) H. S. T-Wayne Sorgman. 

839—Merle Maines 14 Oxon Hill H. S., 
Washington, D. C. T-Barton Stewart. 

840—Anne Goodman, Sarasota (Fla.) H. S., 
T-Mrs. Margaret C. Clement. 

841—Patricia Orr, 17, A. L. Miller Sr. H.S., 
Macon, Ga. T-Mrs. Nina D. Childs. 

842—Carlene Rice, 12, North Jr. H. S., Boise, 
Idaho. T-Louis Peck. 

843—Nancy Tuisl, 14, Amundsen H. §&., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 

844—Anne Chadwick, 17, Roycemore 
School, Evanston, Ill. T-Douglas D. Craft. 

845—Alberta E. Matzke, 17, Arsenal Tech. 
H. S., Indianapolis, Ind. T-Edmund Schild- 
knecht. 

846—Rudy Raper, 17, Richmond (Ind.) Sr. 
H. S. T-Edward L. Loar. 

847—Marilyn Miller, 
H. S. T-Grayce Osborne. 

848—Karon Garner, 12, Oelwein (Iowa) Jr. 
H. S. T-Lyle Anderson. 

849—Sharon Adams, 15, Washington Cen- 
tral School, Webster City, Iowa, T-Gepha 
H. Perry. 

850—Elizabeth Meigs, 18, Kenwood Sr. 
H. S., Baltimore, Md. T-Miss A. Jacobs. 

851—Louchlin Belcher, 17, H. S. of Com- 
merce, Worcester, Mass. T-Anthony J. 
Trippi. 

852-853—Gregory Quiton, 17, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich, T-Bernadine Sether. 

854-855—Mary Katherine Williams, 17, 
Northeast Sr. H. S., Kansas City, Mo. 
T-Mabel A. Newitt. 

856—Rosemary Hoyer, 14, Benson H. S., 
Omaha, Nebr. T-Jo Shively. 

857—Rosilla Avery, 17, Nashua (N. H.) Sr. 
H. S. T-Mrs. Eula B. Scott. 

858—Judith Lipowsky, 17, Lincoln H. S&., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

859—Joan Lukas, 17, Lincoln H. S., Brook- 
lyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

860—Roberta Sacks, 16, Lincoln H. S.. 


14, Boone (Iowa) 


Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

861—Tobey Steinman, 18, Masters School, 
Dobbs Ferry, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rosamond Ver- 
dery. 

862—Janet Rinas, 13, Holley (N. Y.) Central 
School, T-Jennie Thomas. 
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863—Tamara Grodman, 17, H. S. of Music 
& Art, New York, N. Y. T-Herman Bloom- 
stein. 

864—Dorothy Miller, 17, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Helen Ridgaway. 

865—Barry Ross, 17, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-Herman Bloomstein. 

866—Billy Williams, 17, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Herman Bloomstein. 

867-868—Charles Kornberger, 17, School of 
Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald 
Vogel. 

869—Raymond Sherman, 17, Ossining 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-Eva B. Crabtree. 

870—Judith Blyler, 13, B. Franklin School, 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Marian Tuthill, 

871—Phyllis Kidder, 15, Chapel Hill (N. C.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Harry W. Martin. 

872—Martha Epps, 14, Goodrich Jr. H. S., 
Akron, Ohio. T-Mary Jane Evans. 

873—William Cook, 16, Hower Voc. H. S., 
Akron, Ohio. T-Abbie D. Nelson. 

874—Tim Kreves, 15, William Dean Howells 
School, Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. M. Yeager. 

875—Rocco Urbisci, 15, T. Jefferson Jr. 
H. S. Cleveland, Ohio. T-Nola Marie Rearick. 

876—Richard Bobby 18, Lincoln H. §S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony Eterovich. 

877—Virginia Hinkle, 17, Cuyahoga Falls 
(Ohio) H. S. T-Mrs. Genevieve Wilhelm. 

878—Rachel Andrei, 17, Lower Merion Sr. 
H. S., Ardmore, Pa. T-Wm. C. Bahmermann. 

879—Marilyn Schultz, 16, St. Francis de- 
Sales H. S., McKees Rocks, Pa. T-Sister Mary 
David, O. P. 

880—Bert Mayes, 14, South Jr. H. S., 
Abilene, Tex. T-Mrs. Della Landers. 

881—Jackie Henry, 13, Marshall (Tex.) Jr. 
H. S. T-Mrs. John L. Roark. 

882—Lynn Ryan, 14, Catherine Blaine 
School, Seattle, Wash. T-Florence A. Porter. 

883—Maxine Gilstrap, 14, A. Hamilton Jr. 
H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Anna Belle 
Riley. 

884—David Staff, 17, Child H. S., Edgerton, 
Wis. T-Carl H. Mengert. 

885—Bradley Kwenski, 18, Wm. Horlick 
H. S., Racine, Wis. T-William Francis. 


The following students won places in the 
BLACK DRAWING INK Classification: 886 
through 914. 


886—Barbara Haley, 17, Woodlawn H. S.., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Lucille Hambrick. 

887—Margi Conklin, 16, West Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-David P. Fuller. 

888—Sandra Lee Mickelson, 16, Arcadia 
(Calif.) H. S. T-Colleen Lynch. 

889—Kazuye Suyematsu, 16, Belmont H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mary T. McGee. 

890—Lonnie Pletka, 15, Sterling Morton 
H. S., Cicero, Ill. T-Lorraine Tarachas. 

891—Mariah E. Imberman, 16, Hinsdale 
(lll.) H. S. T-John McNee, Jr. 

892—Ann Sedwick, 14, New Trier H. S., 
Winnetka, Ill. T-Mel Ostlund. 

893—Richard Matheson, 14, Franklin Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-G. Jefchak. 

894—-R. Robert Rayno, 19, New Bedford 
(Mass.) Voc, H. S. T-Harold Kenworthy. 

895—Henry Keyes, 17, Cambridge School, 
Weston, Mass. T-Mr. Mercer 

896—John Marengo, 17, H. S. of Cornmerce, 
Worcester, Mass. T-Lincoln Levinson. 

897—Eleanor Wahlbrinck, 17, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich, T-Elizabeth Bates. 

898—Heather Johnson, 15, Westport H. S., 
Kansas City, Mo. T-Ruth Beck. 

899—Alan Tisch, 15, Onteora Central 
School, Boiceville, N. Y. T-Mrs. Kathren 
Waggonfore. 

900—Penny Gottfried, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

901—Robert Adinolfi, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob Biegel- 
eisen. 

902—Ronald Barrett, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob Biegel- 
eisen. 

903—Charles Kornberger, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York. N. Y. T-Donald 
Vogel. 

904—Terry Campbell, 17, Hower Voc. H. S., 
Akron, Ohio. T-Mrs. Abbie Nelson. 

905—Roger Kish, 17, John Adams H. §S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mary Mosgo. 

906—Alan Kliskey, 17, Northfield (Ohio)— 
Macedonia H. S. T-Mrs. Viola Meeker. 

907—Dick Carter, 14, U. S. Grant H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Bill Colby. 
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Award in Poster, Gp. ll, Jerry S. Brand- 
wein, A. Lincoln H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


908—Michael Gong, 17, U. S. Grant H. &., 
Portland, Ore. T-Darle Hermann. 

909—David Peterson, 15, Liberty H. S.., 
Bethlehem, Pa. T-Robert Doney. 

910—Mary Diconi, 16, Milby H. S., Houston, 
Texas. T-Mrs. Marjorie Spencer. 

911—Warren Dayton, 14, Addams Jr. H. &S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Harry S. March. 

912—Lois Dixon, 14, Denny Jr. H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Anna Belle Riley. 

913—Dennis Roberts, 12, Denny Jr. H. &., 
Seattle, Wash. T-R. Colescott. 

914—Ronald Byers, 17, Parkersburg (W 
Va.) H. S. T-Mrs. Isabel Wilson. 


The following students won places in the 
COLORED DRAWING INKS Classification: 915 
Through 940. 


915—Barbara Haley, 17, Woodlawn H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Lucile Hambrick. 
916—Letitia Oden, 16, Woodlawn H. S., Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Lucile Hambrick. 
917-18—Barbara Bennett, 17, Boulder 
(Colo.) H. S. T-Charles Blubaugh. 
919—Charlene Woodruff, 16, Boulder 
(Colo.) H. S. T-Charles Blubaugh. 
920—Tom Locker, 17, Woodrow Wilson 
H. S., Washington, D. C. T-Mrs. Margarete 
L. Mulford. 
921—Carl Portwood, 14, East Jr. H. S., 
Alton, Ill. T-Frank Girard. 
922-923—Judith Thomas, 17, Hirsch H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine Parker. 
924—Mariah E. Imberman, 16, Hinsdale 
(lll.) H. S. T-John McNee, Jr. 
925—Vicki Goldberg, 16, Shortridge H. S., 
Indianapolis, Ind. T-Mrs. Elizabeth D. Houck. 
926—Constance Edith Rudd, 12, Arlington 
(Mass.) Jr. H. S. East. T-Robert Carew. 
927—John W. Waneck, 18, Memorial H. S., 
New York, N. J. T-Fabian Zaccone. 
928—Judy Palmeri, 16, Newark (N. Y.) 
Jr. & Sr. H. S. T-Richard Hawver. 
929—Anthony Drago, 15, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Miss Seipp. 
930—Grace Russo, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Adele Smith. 
931-932—Edward Libal, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-A. W. Eterovich. 
933—Paul Davis, 17, Will Rogers H. S., 
Tulsa, Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense Bateholts. 
934—Bill Given, 16, Central Bucks H. S., 
Doylestown, Pa. T-Melba Lukens. 
935—Billy Brett, 15, Meadowbrook Jr. H. S., 
Ft. Worth, Texas. T-Mrs. Lynette Martin. 
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936—Garland Bills, 16, Paschal H. S., 
Worth, Texas. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 
937—Jane Donaghe, 15, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Texas. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 
938—Lanny Martin, 15, Paschal H. S., Ft 
Worth, Texas. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 
939—Travis Holder, 15, Riverside Jr. H. S., 
Ft. Worth, Texas. T-Mary Lee Alford. 
940—Mike Windsor, 16, Odessa (Texas) 
H. S. T-Mildred Wharton. 


Ft. 


The following students won places in the 
MIXED MEDIA Classification: 941 through 1024. 


941—Kay Hairston, 13, Graymont School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Marilyn K. Simp- 
son. 

942—Charles Atwater, 18, Ramsay Sr. H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mary Bradley. 

943—Judith Fincher, 14, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

944—Robin Greene, 12, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells 

945—Carole Watson, 18, Woodlawn H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Lucile Hambrick. 

946—Charlotte Robertson, 13, John Muir 
Jr. H. S., Burbank, Calif. T-M. W. MacDon- 
ald. 

947—Alice Daylor, 17, Immaculate Heart 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Sister Virginia 
Ann I. H. M. 

948—Victoria Willette, 14, Imnaculate 
Heart H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Sister 
Virginia Ann I. H. M. 

949—Myles Jamieson, 19, Manual Arts H.S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Max Aron. 

950—Jobie Lahey, 17, Mira Costa H. S., 
Manhattan Beach, Calif. T-Mrs. Nowlin. 

951—Elyse MacDonald, 17, Mira Costa 
H. S., Manhattan Beach, Calif. T-J. Jancar. 

952—Julie Mapes, 13, Arrowview Jr. H.S., 
San Bernardino, Calif. T-Mrs. A. Johnson 

953—Bill Lockwood, 12, Birmingham Jr. 
H. S., Van Nuys, Calif. T-M. Hersch] 

954—Carole Nadgwick, 13, Casey Jr. H. S., 
Boulder, Colo. T-Mrs. Olivia Briggs. 

955—Shery1 White, 12, Skinner Jr. H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Mr. Marecak. 

956—David Blandin, 13, Lakewood (Colo.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Lorene Woodard. 

957—Bonnie Long, 13, Lakewood (Colo.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Lorene Woodard. 

958—Enid Polan, 17, Miami (Fla.) Tech 
H. S. T-Ken Bare. 

959—Harry Jordan, 14, East Jr. H. S., Alton, 
Ill, T-Frank Girard. 

960—Arlys Carlson, 18, Amundsen H. S.., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit 

961—Karen Hukkala, 16, Amundsen H. S., 
Chicago, lll. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit 

962—Maria Lysandrow, 17, Amundsen H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 

963—Diane Smith, 16, Amundsen H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 

964—-Steve Fuhrman, 12, Bret Harte School, 
Chicago, Ill. T-Marie Foote. 

965—Charles Heim, 17, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine Parker 

966—Carole Tarels, 17, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine Parker 

967—Judith Thomas, 17, Hirsch H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Katherine Parker. 

968-969—Lawrence Janiak, 16, Lane Tech 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Alex Topp 

970—Elaine Apato, 15, Thomas Kelly H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Veronica H. Tabor. 

971—Joyce Straka, 15, Sterling Morton 
H. S., Cicero, Ill, T-Mrs. K. McCormac 

972—Jill Maxwell, 16, Lyons Twp. H. S., La 
Grange, Ill. T-Helga Christensen. 

973—Pamela Leavens, 14, Oak Park (Ill.) & 
River Forest H. S., T-Arthur L. Pelz 

974—William Noth, 14, Oak Park (Ill.) & 
River Forest H. S. T-Arthur L. Pelz 

975—Carol Beranich, 14, Riverside (Tll.) 
Brookfield H. S. T-Miss Ellsworth 

976—Paulann Hosler, 13, North Side H. S., 
Fort Wayne, Ind. T-Marjorie Bell. 

977—Ronald B. Knapp, 17, Arsenal Tech 
H. S., Indianapolis, Ind. T-Edmund Schild- 
knecht. 

978—Janice Swanson, 14, Horace Mann Jr. 
H. S., Burlington, Iowa, T-Mrs. Priscille 
Reynolds. 

979—Connie Wetherbee, 12, Oelwein (Iowa) 
Jr. H. S. T-Lyle Anderson. 

980—Vicki Trickett, 14, Northwest Jr. H. S., 
Kansas City, Kans. T-Mrs. Mary Ann Grimes. 

981—Phillip Yates, 13, Southern Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 

982—Anthony C. Costello, 16, Phillips An- 
dover (Mass.) Academy. T-Patrick Morgan. 
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983—Jerry Genaw, 15, O. L. Smith School, 
Dearborn, Mich. T-Bert Rhodes. 
984—Ross Van Dusen, 17, Cooley H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Stella Shivickas. 
985—Nancy Johns, 14, Shrine of the Little 
Flower School, Royal Oak, Mich. T-Sister 
Elizabeth Louise. 
986—Sara Hunter, 17, Cloquet 
H. S. T-Mary Jane Huesmann. 
987—Judy Aldridge, 13, Central Jr. H. S., 
Kansas City, Mo. T-Eula Moore. 
988—Craig Pailer, 13, Arthur Hoech Jr. 
H. S., St. Ann, Mo. T-Henry G. Jakobe. 
989—George Osmondson, 16, Bureau for 
Education of Physically Handicanned, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. R. Kappel Gould. 
990—Victor Opslek, 15, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Paul Grubman. 
991—David Grill, 17. School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob I. Biezeleisen. 
992—Robert Stewart, 17, Needham Brough- 
ton H. S., Raleigh, N. C. T-Mrs. Alice R. 
Ehriich. 
993—Albert Pomplas, 17, Edgewood H. S., 
Ashtabula, Ohio, T-Mrs. Dorothv Collins. 
994—-Robert Mowry, 17, Brush H. §&., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Fred A. Biehle. 
995-996—Ronald Johnson, 18, Glenville 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles S. Ford. 
997-999—Ted Leibovitz, 19, Glenville H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Charles S. Ford. 
1000—Karen Roberston, 14, Hamilton 
School, Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Velle Hope 
Rasmussen. 
1001—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony Eterovich. 
1002—Eleanore Vaida, 18, Marshall H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Irene Kissel. 
1003—Martha C. Latt, 17, Maple Heights 
(Ohio) H. S. T-William F. Whitsett 
1004—David Floyd, 18, Norwood 
H. S. T-J. A. Olmes. 
1005—Alison Evers, 
School, 
Curry. 
1006—Brunel Faris, 17, Classen Sr. H. S., 
Oklahoma City, Okla. T-Mary Lamb Lewis. 
1007—Greg Baldwin, 14, Lincoln H. S., 
Portland, Ore, T-Henry Heine. 
1008—Dick Roysum, 14, Lincoln H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Henry Heine. 
1008A—Nicholas Piano, Erie 
H. S. T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 
1009—Janice Ring, 18, Erie Tech. H. S., 
Erie, Pa. T-Joseph M. Plavcan. 
1010—Ronnie Leibfriea, 14, Bethel Jr. H. S., 
Library, Pa. T-William P. Vafeas. 
1011—James Phillips, 14, Barratt Jr. H. S., 
Philadelphia, Pa. T-Edward J. Travia. 
1012—Dorothy Maloney, 15, St. Francis 
Academy, Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Sister M. Vic- 
toria. 
1013—Gordon Bellamy, 17, Crozier Tech. 
H. S., Dallas, Texas. T-C. E. McGough. 
1014—Roberto Chavez, 14, Bowie H. S., El 
Paso, Texas. T-Ysela Provencio. 
1015—David Livingston, 13, Parker Jr. 
H. S., Ft. Worth, Texas. T-Polly Harrison. 


(Minn.) 


(Ohio) 


12, Hathaway Brown 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Jane F. 


(Pa.) Tech. 


1016—Patricia Shook, 17, Incarnate Word 
H. S., San Antonio, Texas. T-Sister Maria 
Del Socorro. 

1017—John Carlson, 14, Central Valley Jr. 
H. S., Opportunity, Wash. T-Patricia Casper. 

1018—Sterling Bolima, 14, Casper W. 
Sharples School, Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs, Ethel 
W. Drew. 

1019—Daniel Fraser, 13, Casper W. Sharples 
School, Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Ethel W. Drew 

1020—Virginia Davis, 14, Cabell Jr. H. S., 
Charleston, W. Va. T-Mrs. Florence C. Smith. 

1021—Arnold L. Goins, 15, Cabell Jr. H. S., 
Charleston, W. Va. T-Mrs. Florence C. Smith. 

1022—Margaret Ann Smith, 14, Cabell Jr. 
H. S., Charleston, W. Va. T-Mrs. Florence C. 
Smith. 

1023—Robert Farley, 14, St. Albans (W. 
Va.) Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Gertrude P. Smith. 

1024—David Staff, 17, Child H. S., Edgerton, 
Wis. T-Carl H. Mengert. 


The following students won places in the 
LEAD PENCIL DRAWING Classification: 1025 
through 1052. 


1025—Robert Hewitt, 14, West End H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Lucille Ewing. 

1026—Geraldine Louise Woods, 12, St. Vin- 
cent Ferrer School, Vallejo, Calif. T-Sister 
Moira O. P. 

1027—Frank Harris, 12, Baseline Jr. H. S., 
Boulder, Colo. T-Jerry Kelly. 

1028—Gary Haas, 13, East Jr. H. S., Colo- 
rado Springs, Colo. T-Robert Simpich. 

1029—Cortland Cool, 15, North Jr. H. S., 
Colorado Springs, Colo. T-Mrs. Bessie Hunter 
Eastwood. 

1030—Bruce Hart, 18, Horace C. Wilcox 
Tech. H. S., Meriden, Conn. T-Ernst Lohr- 
mann. 

1931—Myrna McGreevy, 17, Oak Park (TII1.) 
& River Forest H. S. T-Esther Robinson. 

1032—Robert Carter, 16, Central H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mrs. Lucille M. Walthen. 

1033—Connie Wardle, 14, Southfield H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Barbara A. Wesley. 

1034- wey ig Katherine Williams, 17, 
Northeast Sr. H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Mabel 
A. Newitt. 

1036—Lawrence W. Kozuszek, 17, Laboure 
H. S., St. Louis, Mo. 

1037—Mervin Gilbert, 16, Lincoln H, S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

1038—David Grill, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob I. Biegeleisen. 

1039—Mimi Hovsepian, 16, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob I. 
Biegeleisen. 

1040—T. Brewster Kass, 17, Marshall H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Mrs. Jane Feuerherm. 

1041—Madeline Helms, 16, John Adams 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio, T-Mary K. Mosgo. 

1042—Henry Benning, 18, East Tech. H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Nicholas G. Livaich. 


1043—Marilyn Hranka, 14, Northfield 
(Ohio)—Macedonia H. S. T-Mrs. Viola 
Meeker. 


1044—Judie Hertzmark, 14, Shaker Jr. H.S., 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Mrs. Eynon 

1045—Ed Kern, 15, Tulsa (Okla.) Central 
H. S,. T-Opel Thorpe. 

1046—Judy Wolf, 17, North Salem Sr. H. S., 
Salem, Ore. T-Pat L. Slayter. 

1047—Steve Orr, Bethel H. S., Library, Pa. 
T-Wm. P. Vafeas. 

1048—Georgia Lee Palmer, 13, Snowden 
Jr. H. S., Memphis, Tenn. T-Myrtis Smith. 

1049—Ross Storey, 14, Long Jr. H. S., Dal- 
las, Texas. T-Barbara Maples. 

1050—Annie Cortez, 14, Ernest Parker Jr. 
H. S., Ft. Worth, Texas. T-Polly Harrison. 

1051—Jane Donaghe, 15, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Texas. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 

1052—Betty Strobel, 14, Stewart Jr. H. S., 
Tacoma, Wash. T-Mrs. Sophia Grandahl. 


The following students won places in the 
COLORED PENCIL DRAWING Classification: 1053 
through 1061. 


1053—Andre Weber, 15, Morey Jr. H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Fred I. Rice. 

1054—Marlene Duncan, 16, Kokomo (Ind.) 
H. S. T-Bernice McKinley. 

1055—Tony Cerone, 15, Newburgh (N. Y.) 
Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

1056—Marguerite Agnes Miller, 16, New- 
burgh (N. Y.) Free Academy. T-M. Irene 
McCord. 

1057—Ronald F. Shapiro, 17, Newburgh 
(N. Y.) Free academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

1058—Bernard C. Tuthill, 17, Newburgh 
(N. Y.) Free Academy. T-M. Irene McCord. 

1059—Bernard Most, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald Vogel. 

1060—Nick De Socio, 16, Solvay (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Edith Noble. 

1061—Jane Heylmun, 13, Greenville (S, C.) 
Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen R. Fuseler. 


The following students won places in the 
CARTOONING Classification: 1062 through 1082. 


1062—Barry Matthews, 15, Santa Cruz 
(Calif.) H. S. T-Jennie A. Moore. 

1063—John Marsh, 18, Horace C. Wilcox 
Tech. H. S., Meriden, Conn. T-Ernst Lohr- 
mann. 

1064-1065—-Ross Van Dusen, 17, Cooley 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Stella Shivickas. 

1066—Robert Nickols, 14, Central H. S., St. 
Joseph, Mo. T-Hester Robinson. 

1067—Donn Andrews, 16, Asbury Park 
(N. J.) H. S. T-Mrs. Ruth Morano. 

1068—Mervin Gilbert, 16, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

1069—Margaret Andriano, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Adele 
Smith. 

1070—Robert Malin, 17, Port Chester 
(N. Y.) Sr. H. S. T-Mrs. Sara Amathiek. 

1071—Teddy Moore, 17, Chapel Hill (N. C.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Harry W. Martin. 

1072—Richard Bobby, 18, Lincoln H., §&., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Eterovich. 

1073—Alan Pucell, 19, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Eterovich. 

1074—Gordon Walters, 14, Norwood (Ohio) 
H. 8. T-J. P. Olmes. 

1075—Nancy Lee Young, 17, 
(Okla.) H. S. T-Mrs. Alice Fleming. 

1076—Russell Myers, 16, Rogers H. S. Tulsa, 
Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense Bateholts. 

1077—Bob Nelson, 17, U. S. Grant H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Darle Hermann. 

1078-1079—Ralph Serg, 18, Edward Bok 
School, Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mr. Morrison. 

1080—John McCall, 16, Jefferson H, S., San 
Antonio, Texas. T-Ruby Dugosh. 

1081—Alan Winn, 18, Ogden (Utah) H. S., 
T-B. Y. Andelin. 

1082—Duane Pfister, 13, Marshall Jr. H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Robert Joice. 


Norman 


The following students won places in the 
LINOLEUM BLOCK PRINTS Classification: 1083 
through 1114. 


1083—Patricia Oden, 12, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

1084—Julie Schmiesing, 15, Immaculate 
Heart H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Sister Vir- 
ginia Ann, I. H. M. 

1085—Patricia Holmes, 14, 
San Luis Obispo, Calif. 
Grace, I. H. M. 

1086—Conrad Grenfell, 12, Grant Jr. H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Ellen A. Behrens. 

1087—Douglass Lockhart, 13, Smiley Jr. 
H. S., Denver, Colo. T-G. H. Brynjulson. 


Mission H. S., 
T-Sister Catherine 
































1088—Edward Williams, 14, Sterling (Colo.) 
H. S. T-James Mennick. 
1089—Robert Wolfenbarger, 17, South 
Dade H. S., Homestead, Fla. T-Mrs. Faria. 
1090—Roger Reynolds, 15, Crane H. §S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Geraldine H. Butler. 
1091—Stephen Grygiel, 13, Lafayette Elem. 
School, Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Harriet Hall. 
1092—Jean Petsch, 16, Wyandotte H. S., 
Kansas City, Kans. T-Eileen Hughes. 
1093—Tommy Netherton, 13, Manly Jr. 
H. S., Louisville, Ky. T-Douschka Acker- 
man. 
1"94—Jerry Coston, 15, Bolton H. S., Alex- 
andria, La. T-Mary Louise Morgan. 
1095—Bryant McGrew, 14, O. L. Smith 
School, Dearborn, Mich. T-Bert Rhodes. 
1096—Ross Sullenberger, 18, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-R. J. Jurma. 
1097—Bob Block, 17, Hopkins (Minn.) Sr. 
H. S. T-Mrs. Dorothy Phelps. 
1098—Lenore Alban, 17, Lincoln H. S&., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 
1099—-Richard Dady, 17, Cazenovia (N. Y.) 
Central School. T-Merrill A. Bailey. 
1100—Carol Holmes, 17, Cazenovia (N. Y.) 
Central School. T-Merrill A. Bailey. 
1101—Karl Peters, 17, Fairport (N. Y.) 
Central School. T-Mrs. Esda T. Street. 
1102—Gabrielle Varro, 17, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Gertrude Pferdt. 
1103—Tekla M. Casey, 16, Pleasantville 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-William Hahn. 
1104—Wayne Moger, 18, Pleasantville 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-William Hahn. 
1105—Joseph Battoglia, 18, Franklin H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Marian Tuthill. 
1106—Robert Stewart, 17, Needham Brough- 
ton H. S., Raleigh, N. C. T-Mrs. Alice R. 
Ehrlich. 
1107—Edward Mitrey, 15, Brownell Jr. 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Kathleen Woods. 
1108—Gay Reynolds, 13, Laurel School for 
Girls, Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Mrs. Sally 
Horvath. 
1109—Suzanne Schultz, 13, Shaker Jr. H. S., 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Janet Hart. 
1110—Lucy Reid, 14, Sacred Heart H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Robert Schmertz. 
1111—Robert Weir, 13, Spence Jr. H. S., 
Dallas, Tex. T-Mrs. Raymond Lawther. 
1112—Gerald Mitchell, 14, Washington H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Norma Lynn Wood. 
1113—Linda Owen, 14, Mound Fort Jr. 
H. S., Ogden, Utah. T-Mrs. Clara K. Smith. 
1114—Robert Geltz, 12, Puget Sound Jr. 
H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-Val Laigo. 





The following students won places in the 
PRINTS Classification: 1115 through 1142. 


1115—Wayne Dahlke, 14, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

1116—Judy Ybarrola, 16, St. Anthony's 
H. S., Long Beach, Calif. T-Sister M. Luke, 
I. H. M. 

1117—Robert Allan Burzynski, 13, Birming- 
ham Jr. H. S., Van Nuys, Calif. T-Milton 
Hirschl. 

1118—Arvid Howland, 17, Vista (Calif.) 
H, S. T-James M. Holland. 

1119—Larry O’Bannion, 17, Vista (Calif.) 
H. S. T-James M. Holland. 

1120—Charlene Karen Woodruff, 16, 
Boulder (Colo.) H, S. T-Charles Blubaugh. 

1121—Esther Barash, 17, North H. S., Den- 
ver, Col. T-Martha Epp. 

1122—Robert Ledoux, 16, Ludlowe H. S., 
Fairfield, Conn, T-Peter L. Clarke. 

1123—Sandralee Cada, 14, Jefferson School, 
Berwyn, Ill. T-Lillian Quinn. 

1124—Eddie Sawdo, 13, Lincoln Jr. H. S., 
Berwyn, Ill, T-Lillian Quinn. 

1125—Rosemary Anders, 14, Salamonie 
Twp. H. S., Warren, Ind. T-Mrs. Ethel M. 
Click. 

1126—Peggy McGuire, 16, Wyandotte H. S., 
Kansas City, Kans. T-Eileen Hughes. 

1127—Ross Van Dusen, 17, Cooley H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Stella Shivickas. 

1128—Sharon Waldorf, 16, Newark (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Richard Hawver. 

1129—Elaine Telsey, 17, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Herman Bloomstein. 

1130—Raymond Sherman, 17, Ossining 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-Eva B. Crabtree. 

1131—Stephanie Brown, 17, Pleasantville 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-William Hahn. 

1132—Paul Havlin, 14, New Woodward 
H. S., Cincinnati, Ohio. T-Mrs. Myra Corry. 

1133—Earl Cox, 14, Midwest City (Okla.) 
Jr. H. S. T-John C. Berland. 


1134—Glen Raney, 17, Central H. S., Musk- 
ogee, Okla. T-Mrs. Willie Hooke Miller. 
1135—Tom Manhart, 17, Will Rogers H. S., 
Tulsa, Okla. T-Mrs. Hortense Bateholts. 
1136—Lavern Wernett, 17, Liberty H. S., 
Bethlehem, Pa. T-Robert Doney. 
1137—Claire Evangelist, 16, Philadelphia 
(Pa.) H. S. for Girls. T-Rachel Cartledge. 
1138—Betty Rumph, 17, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 
1139—Janelle Wiggins, 16, Jefferson Davis 
Sr. H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Anita Smith. 
1140—Marion Scivally, 14, Hamilton Jr. 
H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Norma Lynn Wood. 
1141—Glen Stanbaugh, 13, Sidney Lanier 
Jr. H. S., Houston. Tex. T-Norman Lynn 
Wood. 
1142—David Staff, 17, Child H. S., Edgerton, 
Wis. T-Carl H. Mengert. 


The following students won places in the 
POSTERS Classification: 1143 through 1157. 


1143—James Maki, 16, Phoenix (Ariz.) 
Union H. S. T-J. E. Grigsby. 

1144—Barbara Olinger, 15, West Phoenix 
(Ariz.) H. S. T-David P. Fuller. 

1145—Janet Frank, 14, Patrick T. Campbell 
H. S., Boston, Mass. T-Genevieve Tighe. 

1146—Lois Israelian, 17, Classical H. S., 
Worcester, Mass. T-John P. Reardon. 

1147—Sandra Lee Henderson, 16, Westport 
H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Ruth M. Beck. 

1148—Robert Kaiser, 17, Onteora Central 
School, Boiceville, N. Y. T-Mrs. K. K. Wager- 
fohr. 

1149—Jack Simms, 18, Franklin H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Emil Maurer 

1150—Nikolai Nechipurenko, 19, Nott Ter- 
race H. S., Schenectady, N. Y. T-Miss A. 
Holohan. 

1151—Reed Thomason, 16, Syracuse (N. Y.) 
Central H. S. T-Anne Hoeber. 

1152—Larry McGill, 16, Addison Jr. H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Eleanore M. Porter. 

1153—Claude Taylor, 16, Addison Jr. H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mrs. Eleanore M. Porter. 

1154—Jerry Joyner, 16, Corvallis (Ore.) 
H. S. T-C. A. Bates. 
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1155—Beverly Pappenfus, 13, Long Jr. 
H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Barbara Maples. 

1156—Ricardo Guerrero, 17, Bowie H. S.. 
E] Paso, Tex. T-Ysela Provencio. 

1157—Beth Rapfogel, 13, McLean Jr. H. S.., 
Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Jan Allen. 


The following students won places in the 
LETTERING Classification: 1158 through 1163. 


1158—Martin Mazur, 14, Hartford (Conn.) 
Publie H. S. T-Anna Merz. 

1159—Harry Schmidtke, 16, Hartford 
(Conn.) Public H. S. T-Anna Merz 

1160—Paul Russell, 17, Royal Oak (Mich.) 
H. S. T-Louise Bonien, 

1161—Jerry S. Brandwein, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend. 

1162—Gerald Hahn, 17, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-H. Ferris 

1163—Marguerite Andriano, 17, School of 
Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Adele 
Smith. 


The following students won places in the 
ILLUSTRATION Classification: 1164 through 1187. 


1164—Bobby Ralph Long, 18, Ensley H. S., 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Caroline Dick 

1165—Jan Bradbury, 17, Burroughs H. S., 
Burbank, Calif. T-Mrs. Manazon 

1166—Jack Spangler, 18, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Clyde Johnson. 

1167—Bernice Bing, 18, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier. 

1168—Roland Young, 16, Oakland (Calif.) 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier. 

1169—Salvador Vergara, Jr., 17, Mission 
H. S., San Francisco, Calif. T-Mrs. Dorothy 
M. Goodrich. 

1170—Robert Pelz, Jr., 13, Horace Mann 
H. S., Oak Park, Ill, T-Ruth Reinel. 

1171—Uldis Klavins, 19, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 

1172—Richard G. Ryan, 18, Cass Tech 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 

1173—Hermann Tauchert, 18, Cass Tech. 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 

1174—Barbara Bennett, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Leon Friend 








\ 
ah 


Award in Black Drawing Ink, Gp. Il, by Kazuye Suyematsu, 
Belmont H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. First exhibited at Bullock's. 
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1175—Joel Avirom, 16, H. S. of Music & Art, 
New York, N. Y. T-George Kaye. 

1176—Marguerite Andriano, 17, School of 
Industrial Art. New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Adele 
Smith. 

1177—Mimi Hovsepian, 16, Schoo] of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob 
Biegeleisen. 

1178—Bernard Most, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Donald Vogel. 

1179—Edward Libal, 17, Lincoln H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Anthony W. Eterovich. 

1180—Barbara Wood, 17, Cleveland Heights 
(Ohio) H. S. T-C. J. Bachtel. 

1181—Edward C. MacEwen, 16, Lakewood 
(Ohio) H. S. T-J. David Rossi. 

1182—Charles Ritley, 13, Shaker Jr. H. S., 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Frank W. Rood. 

1183—Joe Brainard, 12, Grover Cleveland 
Jr. H. S., Tulsa, Okla. T-Evadne Chappel. 

1184—Stephanie Hughes, 16, Lincoln H. S., 
Portiand, Ore. T-Henry Heine 

1185—James Hall, 17, Highland Park Sr 
H. S., Dallas, Texas. T-Nancy Ella Dial. 

1186—Kevin Brown, 17, Falls Church (Va.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Frances Crum. 

1187—Donna McGregor, 15, Columbia H. S., 
Richland, Wash. T-James McGrath. 


The following students won places in the 
GENERAL DESIGN Classification: 1188 through 
1231. 


1188—Kay Patterson, 15, Ensley H. S., Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Caroline Dick. 
1189—Lois Rosenthal, 17, Phoenix 
Union H. S. T-Eugene Grigsby. 
1190—Melody Kobayashi, 13, Gardena 
(Calif.) H. S. T-Mrs. Adele Lawrence 
1191—Kitty Curry, 17, Long Beach (Calif.) 
Polytechnic H. S. T-Elsa Warner. 
1192—May Louie, 17, Oakland 
Tech. H. S. T-Mrs. Helen Dozier. 
1193—Helen Kaman, 14, Presidio Jr. H. S., 
San Francisco, Calif. T-Mrs. Esther Ross. 
1194—Myrna Delfosse, 14, Lakewood 
(Colo.) Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Lorene Woodard. 
1195—Caroline Rothschild, 15, Norwalk 
(Conn.) Sr. H. S. T-James M. Previtali. 
1196—Ann Throckmorton, 17, Boise 
(Idaho) Sr. H. S. T-Mary Hollingshead. 
1197—Vicki Stouka, 12, Jefferson School, 
Berwyn, Ill. T-Lillian Quinn. 
1198—Karen Hukkala, 16, Amundsen H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 
1199—Ronald Larson, 17, Lane Tech. H. S., 
Chicago, Ill, T-Alex Topp. 
1200—Corinne Peck, 17, Schurz H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Luella A. Newell. 


(Ariz.) 


(Calif.) 


1201—Linda Dalke, 14, Evanston (Ill.) 
Twp. H. S. T-Frank Tresise. 
1202—Ruth Busch, 14, Crispus Attucks 
H. S., Indianapolis, Ind. T-Mrs. Ernestine M. 
McCree. 
1203—Helen Brin, 17, Mitchell (Ind.) H. S. 
T-Mrs. Mabel B. Davis. 
1204—Betty Lukemire, 17, Richmond (Ind.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Mr. Loar. 
1205—Phyllis Elings, 14, Warren Harding 
Jr. H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Mar- 
jorie Rittgers. 
1206—Sharon Horrocks, 14, Warren Hard- 
ing Jr. H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Mar- 
jorie Rittgers. 
1207—John Forney, 17, North H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Gale J. Greenwood. 
1208—Esther Reynolds, 14, Wilson Jr. H. S., 
Des Moines, Iowa, T-Mildred Hoak. 
1209—Sue Rector, 16, Fordson H. S., Dear- 
born, Mich. T-Mildred J. Lyman. 
1210—David Brown, 16, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Leonard Johnson. 
1211—Pearl Moses, 15, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Leonard Johnson. 
1212—Tony Garcia, 19, Albuquerque 
(N. M.) H. S. T-Frank E. Graham. 
1213-1214—Robert Hall, 16, Onteora Central 
School, Boiceville, N. Y. T-Mrs. K. K. Wag- 
enfohr. 
1215—Eileen A. Ladd, 17, Central Square 
(N. Y.) Central School. T-Dorothy Allen. 
1216—Peter Bishop, 16, Cortland (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Alex Klein, 
1217—Suzanne Metzger, 16, 
(N. Y.) H. S. T-Alex Klein. 
1218—Adrienne Ash, 15, H. S. of Music & 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Lilian M. Oakman. 
1219—Frances Dragone, 17, Franklin H. &., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Marian Tuthill. 
1220—Mery] Galen, 18, John Marshall H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Mrs. Jane Feuerherm. 
1221—William Valletta, 17, Solvay (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Mrs. Joan Swanson. 
{222—Beth Garrington, 15, Cleveland 
Heights (Ohio) H. S. T-Dorothy Bulkley. 
1223—Bess Horwitz, 12, Shaker Jr. H. S., 
Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Janet Hart. 
1224—Bernard Panek, 13, Boswell 
School. T-Glenn Brougher. 
1225—Nancy Stenger, 14, St. Francis Acad- 
emy, Pittsburgh, Pa. T-S. M. Victoria. 
1226—Sharon Riefler, 14, Long Jr. H. S., 
Dallas, Tex. T-Barbara Maples. 
1227—Sandra Adams, 14, William Monnig 
School, Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Ed. Curry. 
1228—Barbara Maxwell, 17, Charleston 
(W. Va.) H. S. T-Agnes Huston. 
1229—William Dean, 17, Parkersburg (W. 
Va.) H. S. T-Mrs. [sabel Wilson. 


Cortland 


(Pa.) 


Award in Opaque Water Color, Gp. Il, by Diana Gray, Las Cruces (N. M.) H. S. First 
shown at West Texas and New Mexico Regional held at Popular Dry Goods Co., El Paso. 


Award in Linoleum Block Print, Gp. Il, 
Betty Daniels, Pleasantville (N. Y.) H. S. 


1230—Judy Sutton, 16, Parkersburg (W. 
Va.) H. S. T-Mrs. Isabel Wilson. 

1231—Mary Skibb, 17, Horlick H. S., Ra- 
cine, Wis. T-Bill Francis. 


The following students won places in the 
DESIGNS FOR GREETING CARDS Classification: 
1232 through 1246. 

1232—Sallee Thatcher, 17, Burroughs H. S., 
Burbank, Calif. T-Mrs. Manezon. 

1233—Alexa Odell, 17, Staples H. S., West- 
port, Conn, T-Vivien Testa. 

1234—Patricia Lang, 17, St. Ann H. S., West 
Palm Beach, Fla. T-Eric Lundgren. 

1235—Rosemary Runnels, 15, Johns Hill 
Jr. H. S., Decatur, Ill. T-Mrs. J. C. Lashly. 

1236—Kay Duyvejonck, Washington Jr 
H. S., Rock Island, Ill, T-James P. Van 
Houten. 

1237—Nadine MacNerland, 14, Wheaton 
(Ill.) Community H. S. T-Mrs. Tillie Backof. 

1238—Ellen Weiner, 16, Bayside (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Philip Frankle. 

1239—Johanna Pezzano, 17, Prospect 
Heights H, S., Brooklyn, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rita 
Pomerantz. 

1240—Robert Adinolfi, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Jacob Biegel- 
eisen. 

1241—Michael Antebi, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Mildred 
E. Harston. 

1242—-Karin Hertel, 13, Benjamin Franklin 
Jr. H. S., North Fargo, N. Dak. T-John S. 
Hildreth, 

1243—Kennett Emig, 16, Collinwood H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Howard Reid. 

1244—Barbara Wood, 17, Cleveland Heights 
(Ohio) H. S. T-C. J. Bachtel. 

1245—Elizabeth Graham, 14, Philadelphia 
(Pa.) H. S. for Girls. T-Mrs. Gladys Bloch 

1246—Buddy Luther, 14, Lamar Jr. H. S., 

Bryan, Texas. T-Mrs. Joan Compton Walden. 


The following students won places in the 
COSTUME DESIGN Classification: 1247 through 
1285. 

1247—Kaydonna May, 17, Phoenix 
Union H. S. T-Julia MeCann. 

1248—Bonnie Morrow, 16, Citrus H, S., 
Azusa, Calif. T-Mrs. Laura Penny Swope. 

1249—Diane Pitcher, 17, Santa Monica 
(Calif.) H. S. T-L. Brown Greene. 

1250—Sandra Mallett, 13, Brunswick 
(Maine) H. S. T-Earle Barlow. 

1251—Judith Robinson, 13, Brunswick 
(Maine) H. S. T-Earle Barlow. 

1252—Gregory Quiton, 17, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Bernadine Sether. 


(Ariz.) 





1253—Sharon Short, 16, St. Charles (Mo.) 
H. S. T-William H. Raby. 

1254-1255—-Donna Hanson, 16, Nashua (N. 
H.) Sr. H. S. T-Mrs, Eula B. Scott. 

1256—Jeanne Volk, 17, Holy Spirit H. S., 
Atlantic City, N. J. T-Sister Mary Elaine. 

1257—Nancy Werner, 14, Midland Park 
N. J.) Jr. H. S. T-Sonia Wepf. 

1258—Emily Valenza, 16. Essex Co. Voc. & 
Tech. H. S., Newark, N. J. T-Miss P. Reilly. 

1259—Mary Case, 17, The Masters Schools, 
— Ferry, N. Y. T-Mrs. Rosamond Ver- 
ery. 

1260-1261—Margaret Andriano, 17, School 
of Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. 
Olga Vecchi. 

1262—Catherine Barton, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1263—Catherine Clark, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi, 

1264—Pauline Harris, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1265—Janet Hyer, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga Vecchi. 

1266—Madeline Martinez, 18, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1267—Anne Nelson, 18, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga Vecchi. 

1268—Juanita Robinson, 18, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1269—Grace Russo, 17, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga Vecchi. 

1270—Ambra Sersick, 19, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1271—Gregory Sofsky, 17, School of Indus- 
trial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1272-1273—Virginia Terry, 17, School of 
Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1274-1275—Marie Tondo, 17, School of In- 
dustrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1276—Mildred Wooldridge, 17, School of 
Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Olga 
Vecchi. 

1277—Nancy Tate, 14, State College (Pa.) 
H. S. T-M. June Rogers. 

1278—Suzanne Keiser, 17, Wilkinsburg 
(Pa.) H. S. T-C. F. Yetter. 

1279—Libby Bloom, 15, Columbia (S. C.) 
H. S. T-Hubbard S. Buchannan. 

1280—Glenda Bigler, 14, Midvale (Utah) 
Jr. H. S. T-Mrs. Sally T. Lester. 

.co Clements, 12, Midvale (Utah) 
Jr. S. T-Mrs. Sally T. Lester. 

1289 Margaret Dahl, 12, Midvale (Utah) 
Jr. S. T-Mrs. Sally T. Lester. 

ise Penny Allred, 17, Ogden (Utah) Sr. 
H. S. T-B. Y. Andelin. 

1284—-Rex Weaver, 18, Lincolym H. S., 
Seattle, Wash, T-Elizabeth Poor. 

1285—Kathleen Duero, 18, Messmer H. S., 
Milwaukee, Wis. T-Sister Mary Richard, 
S.S.D. 


The following students won places in the 
SCULPTURE Classification: 1286 through 1311. 


1286—Barbara Weber, 15, Yuma (Ariz.) 
Union H. S. T-Robert Sentz. 

1287—Paul Rupert, 14, Lassen Union H. S., 
Susanville, Calif. T-Warren Dee Cohantz. 

1288—Roger Perschbacher, 17, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Myrtle Rorem. 

1289—Nancy Payne, 17, Rocky Ford (Colo.) 
H. S. T-James M. Meek. 

1290—Ronald Ryan, 12, Jahn School, Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Edith Smolak. 

1291—Ronal Stephens, 12, Jahn School, 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs, Edith Smolak. 

1292—Patricia Beckway, 16, Carl Schurz 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-John Mulder. 

1293—Curtis Rodgers, 13, Sexton School 
(Franklin Branch), Chicago, Ill. T-Jack 
Davis. 

1294—Marilyn Ruda, 17, South Shore H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs, J. L. McMahon. 

1295—Joe Barnes, 18, Centerville (Iowa) 
H. S. T-Glenn R. Lawson. 

1296—Brad Hansen, 12, Prairie School, 
Prairie Village, Kans. T-Mrs. Arlene Carter. 

1297—Harold Page, 18, Atherton H. S., 
Louisville, Ky, T-Lucy Diecks. 

1298—Beverly Eaton, 14, Southern Jr. H. S., 
Louisville, Ky. T-Mary Walker Barnard. 
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Award in Lettering, Group II, by Gerald Haha, 
High School of Music and Art, New York, N. Y. 


1299—Linda Dubinsky, 14, John Burroughs 
H. S., Ladue, Mo. T-Joan Spencer and B. L. 
Walker. 

1300—Wesley Bokal, 16, Beaumont H. S., 
St. Louis, Mo. T-Martha B. Humphrey. 

1301—Trudie Schuyler, 15, Valley H. S., Al- 
buquerque, N. M. T-Frank Walker. 

1302—Lee Leyba, 15, Northern New Mexico 
Normal School, El Rito, N. M. T-Reuben 
Rose. 

1303—Donald Smith, 17, Porter Jr. H. S., 
Cincinnati, Ohio. T-Anita Beasley. 

1304—Albert Pomplas, 16, Collinwood H. &S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-H. Reid. 

1305—Stanley Caesar, 14, Midwest Jr. H. S., 
Midwest City, Okla. T-S. D. Tate. 

1306—Clair Brucker, 18, Shaler Twp. H. S 
Glenshaw, Pa. T-Claribel Ward. 

1307—Enar Starks, Camp Curtin Jr. H. 
Harrisburg, Pa. T-William D. Challenger. 

1308-1309—Alexander Hromych, 14, Penn 
Treaty School, Philadelphia, Pa. T-Frank 
Gasparo. 

1310—Nina Guerrini, 15, Agnes Irwin 
School, Wynnewood, Pa. T-Charlotte P. 
Ridpath. 

1311—Martha Campbell, 17, Paschal H. S., 
Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 


n 


’ 


The following students won places in the 
CERAMICS Classification: 1312 through 1343. 


1312—Melvin Mayo, 14, Barrett H. S., Bir- 
mingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lula Bell Black. 

1313—Sharon S. Scifres, 17, Phoenix 
(Ariz.) Union H. S. T-Warren Gentry. 

1314—Beverly Harmon, 17, Glendale 
(Calif.) Union H. S. T-John W. Bassham. 

1315—Herbert McMaken, 17, Helix H. S., 
Lamesa, Calif. T-Lawrence Helmuth. 

1316—Annie Ruth Norman, 18, John Dewey 
Continuation H. S., Long Beach, Calif. 
T-Louis J. Eilerman. 


1317—Robert Spindler, 17, Polytechnic 
H. S., Long Beach, Calif. T-James A. Fort- 
mann. 

1318—Sandy Sheff, 14, Bancroft Jr. H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Ruth Lewis 

1319—Eugene Naka, 17, Dorsey H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Mrs. Ruth Johnson. 

1320-1321—Ladona_ Britt, 17, Redondo 
Union H. S., Redondo Beach, Calif. T-Melvin 
A. Anderson. 

1322—Anne Hynek, 17, Bowen H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Gloria Odum. 

1323—Dolores Abeln, 15, Calmuet H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Marie Reilly. 

1324—-Charles Watkins, 16, Du Sable H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Velma Switzer. 

1325—Elaine Matuszak, 16, Lindblom 
Tech. H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Betty 
Loknac. 

1326—Alter West, 16, Phillips H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Mary E. Brock. 

1327-28—Wayne Hall, 17, J. Sterling Morton 
H. S., Cicero, Ill. T-Lorraine Tarachas 

1329—Judith O’Connor, 13, Rogers School, 
Boston, Mass. T-Toby R. Kornetsky. 

1330-1331—Jolly Kellogg, 17, Kingswood 
School Cranbrook, Bloomfield Hills, Mich 
T-Robert Kline. 

1332—Dick Wilkins, 17, Frank Cody H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Edward Anthony. 

1333—Sarah Scott, 17, John Burroughs 
School, St. Louis, Mo. T-Joan L. Spencer 

1334—Albert Prichett, 18, Millville (N. J.) 
Memorial H. S. T-Raymond Galucci. 

1335—Richard Kelley, 14, Newark (N. Y.) 
H. S. T-Richard Hawver. 

1336—Francis Zuppran, 13, A. B. Hart H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Myron R. Davidson. 

1337-1339—David Giorgi, 16, John Marshall 
H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Irene Kissel. 

1340—Renee Kleimann, 16, Peabody H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Walter J. Kipp. 

1341—Ronald Boggess, 18, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Edward J. Oleniacz 











Award in Colored Pencil Drawing, Gp. |, by Andrew Todaro, Horace Mann Sch. for the 
Deaf, Boston, Mass. First shown at The Boston Globe Regional Art Exhibition, Boston. 


1342—Nora Lee Curtis, 18, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Edward J. Oleniacz. 

1343—Merle Sands, 18, Schenley H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Edward J. Oleniacz. 


The following students won places in the 
TEXTILE DECORATION Classification: 1344 
through 1389. 


1344—Nina Dailey, 16, Shades Valley H. S., 
Homewood, Ala. T-Mrs. Thelma Woody. 
1345—Marilyn Whipple, iv, Norwich 
(Conn.) Free Academy. T-Mrs. Blanche W. 
Browning. 
1346—Robert Doi, 16, Chicago 
H. S. T-Mrs. Merrill Lyon. 
1347—Bruce Loowell, 18, Chicago (Ill.) Vo- 
cational H. S. T-Mrs. Merrill Lyon. 
1348—Erma Clayborn, 15, Crane H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Geraldine H. Butler. 
1349—Joyce Alexander, 17, Kelly H. S., 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Verne Sturmer 
Role. 
1350—Roberta Storey, 15, Kelly H. S., Chi- 
cago, Ill. T-Mrs. Veronica H. Tabor. 
1351—Gerald Redner, 15, John Marshall 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Marie Salwonchik. 
1352—Vernon Rose, 14, John Marshall H. S.., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Marie Salwonchik. 
1353—Larita Mathews, 15, Morgan Park 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. W. E. Hall. 
1354—-Gertrude Bowman, 17, Tuley H. S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Samuel Greenburg. 
1355—Norman Ingle, 17, East H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Roena G. Clement. 
1356—George Jackson, 17, East H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Roena G. Clement. 
1357—William Short, 20, East H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Roena G. Clement. 
1358—Edrie Williams, 17, East H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Roena G. Clement. 
1359—Leola Upchurch, 14, Warren Hard- 
ing Jr. H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. 
Marjorie Rittgers. 
1360—Beverly Anderson, 13, Amos Hiatt 
Jr. H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoff- 
mann, 
1361—Dyanne Gray, 14, Amos Hiatt Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 
1362—Richard Olson, 14, Amos Hiatt Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 
1363—Beverly Price, 14, Amos Hiatt Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 
1364—Gerald Sanford, 16, Amos Hiatt Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 
1365—Marilyn Schneider, 14, Amos Hiatt 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 
1366—Marsha Sensen, 12, Amos Hiatt Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann 
1367—Joyce West, 15, Amos Hiatt Jr. H. S., 
Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann. 
1368—Linda Whitney, 14, Amos Hiatt Jr. 
H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Dolores Hoffmann 
1369—Harry Greenfield, 19, Abraham Lin- 
coln H. S., Des Moines, Iowa. T-Jeannette 
Lewis. 
1370—Margaret Braden, 17, Du Pont Man- 
ual H. S., Louisville, Ky. T-Laura Green. 


(Tll.) Voe. 


1371—Loretta Kostolnik, 16, DuPont Man- 
ual H. S., Louisville, Ky. T-Laura Green. 
1372—Edward Schwall, 12, Clara Bryant 
Jr. H. S., Dearborn, Mich. T-Mrs. Patricia 
Cyr. 
1373—Marge Oonk, 17, Xavier H. S., St. 
Louis, Mo, T-Sister Mary Blanche Marie. 
1374—David Shachter, 15, Monroe H. S., 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Lois C. Tuttle. 
1375—Dorothy Beckett, 13, Kenmore H. S., 
Akron, Ohio. T-Mrs. Grace W. Love. 
1376—Marilyn Fenske, 19, Collinwood H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Mr. Howard Reid. 
1377—Elizabeth Ann Teegardin, 15, Laurel 
H. S., Shaker Heights, Ohio. T-Mrs. Sally 
Horwath. 
1378—Marcia Rodd, 16, Central H. S., Tulsa, 
Okla. T-Opel Thorpe. 
1379—Ann Hargrove, 14, W. E. Greiner Jr. 
H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Belle Bates. 
1380—Karen Pennington, 14, W. E. Greiner 
Jr. H. S., Dallas, Tex, T-Belle Bates. 
1381—Todd Sigman, 14, Ernest Parker Jr. 
H. S., Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Folly Harrison. 
1382—Bill Garland, 16, Paschal H. S., Ft. 
Worth, Tex. T-Mrs. Beatrice Dunning. 
1383—Vinita Miller, 17, Jefferson Davis Sr. 
H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Anita Smith. 
1384—-Sandra Harris, 15, San Jacinto H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Mrs. Hazel Muhl Thompson. 
1385—Patricia Shook, 17, Incarnate Word 
H. S., San Antonio, Tex. T-Sister Maria Del 
Socorro. 
1386—Dianne Schwieger, 17, 
(Wash.) Sr. H. S. T-John K, Davis. 
1387—Sidney Crawford, 17, Columbia Sr. 
H. S., Richland, Wash. T-James McGrath. 
1388—Laurie West, 18, West Seattle H. S., 
Seattle, Wash. T-Mrs. Gail McDonell. 
1389—Peggy L. Johnson, 13, Grant H. S., 
Spokane, Wash. T-Mrs. Ruth M. Harber. 


Auburn 


The following students won places in the 
WEAVING Classification: 1390 through 1422. 


1390—Dorothy Wingate, 16, San Rafael 
(Calif.) H. S. T-Mrs. Louise N. Lewis. 

1391—Gertrude Anne Hurst, 13, Antonito 
(Colo.) Jr. H, S. T-Sister M. Gratia, O.S.B. 

1392—Jerome Jones, 15, Englewood H, S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Lee L. Randolph, 

1393—Nancy Decker, 17, East H. S., Des 
Moines, Iowa. T-Mrs. Roena G. Clement. 

1394—Ann Kehowski, 18, H. S. of Com- 
merce, Worcester, Mass. T-Mrs. Jacquelin 
W. Hubbard. 

1395—Patricia Power, 19, H. S. of Com- 
merce, Worcester, Mass. T-Mrs. Jacquelin 
W. Hubbard. 

1396—Eleanor Rugg, 17, H. S. of Commerce, 
Worcester, Mass. T-Mrs. Jacquelin W. Hub- 
bard. 

1397—Sharon Lewis, 16, Birmingham 
(Mich.) H. S. T-Mrs. Margaret Nichols 

1398—Connie Kellogg, Kingswood School, 
Bloomfield Hills, Mich. T-Mrs. Lillian Holm. 

1399—Gerry Dogonski, 16, Cass Tech. H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. M. Mustonen. 


1400—Roger Speth, 13, Hanley Jr, H. S., 
University City, Mo. T-Mrs. Evelyn Truitt 
Buddemeyer. 

1401—Mary Rogers, 15, School of the Holy 
Childhood, Rochester, N. Y. T-Sister Marie 
Martin. 

1402—Larry Wright, 12, Central Jr. H. S., 
Greensboro, N. C. T-Mae Hardin. 

1403-1404—-Sandra Breithaupt, 17, Frank- 
lin H. S., Portland, Ore, T-Mrs. Evelyn W. 
Arnold. 

1405—Bonnie Parsons, 17, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold. 

1406-1408—JoAnn Postma, 18, Franklin 
H. S., Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. 
Arnold, 

1409—June Roman, 17, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold 

1410-1412—Lois Shaw, 16, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold. 

1413—Joanne Siemssen, 16, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore, T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold. 

1414—Duane Waltos, 17, Franklin H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Mrs. Evelyn W. Arnold 

1415—Mary Ann Power, 16, W. H. Adam- 
son H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Meredith Schroeder 

1416—Mary Stuart, 14, W. E. Greiner Jr 
H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Belle Bates. 

1417—Peggy Chambers, 16, Alex W. Spence 
Jr. H. S., Dallas, Tex. T~-Bess Wood. 

1418—Bi!l Burleson, 15, Boude Storey Jr. 
H. S., Dallas, Tex, T-Miss E. F. Rogers 

1419—Floyd Hale, 15, Riverside Jr. H. S., 
Ft. Worth, Tex. T-Mary Lee Alford. 

1420—Connie Reyes, 1#, John Marshall Jr. 
H. S., Houston, Tex. T-Rena Prim. 

1421—Meta Koch, 16, Milby H. S., Houston, 
Tex, T-Mrs. Mary E. Heickman. 

1422—Kay Ann Sconce, 17, Milby H. S., 

Houston, Tex. T-Mrs. Mary E. Heickman 


The following students won places in the 
JEWELRY AND METALRY Classification: 1423 
through 1506. 


1423—John Kelly, 14, Garfield Jr. H. S., 
Berkeley, Calif. T-Gladys Collar. 

1424—Gail Ziferstein, 16, Fairfax H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Lois E. Frankle. 

1425—Ralph Toumanian, 16, John Marshall 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Dick A. Johnson. 

1426—John Huntington, 17, University 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lewis B. Rosen- 


berg. 
1427—Stefani Sosin, 18, North Hollywood 
(Calif.) Sr. H. S. T-Walter Adam Zetlmaier. 
1428—Phyllis Sheppard, 14, John Marshall 


H. S., Pasadena, 
Lewis. 
1429—Roger Barragan, 14, Bancroft Jr. 
H. S., San Leandro, Calif. T-Emory Ander- 
son, 
1430—Kathleen Bott, 14, Horace Mann Jr. 
H. S., Denver, Colo. T-Pauline Hahn. 
1431—Frank Castaneda, 14, Horace Mann 
Jr. H. S., Denver, Colo. T-Pauline Hahn 
1432—Herbert M. Lang, 14, Horace Mann 
Jr. H. S., Denver, Colo. T-Pauline Hahn. 
1433-1434—Carol Cline, 17, North H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Mrs. Jeannette Lacey. 
1435—Roger Perschbacher, 17, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo, T-Myrtle Rorem. 
1436—Richard L. Lambert, 17, Norwich 
(Conn.) Free Acadamy, T-Catharine Filmer. 
1437—Elaine Korompilas, 18, Amundsen 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Blanche Breit. 
1438—Paul Berna, 18, Chicago (Ill.) Voc 
H. S. T-Mrs. Merrill Lyon. 
1439—Ethel Hoffeins, 16, Foreman H. §S., 
Chicago, Ill. T-Eugenia Brudzinski., 
1440—Barbara Brown, 16, Harrison Tech. 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Gordon Markwart 
1441—Arlene Duncan, 15, Harrison Tech. 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Gordon Markwart 
1442—Mary Spence, 18, St. Scholastica 
Academy, Chicago, Ill. T-Jacqueline J. Al- 
bach. 
1443—-Madonna Bransuela, 18, Thornton 
Twp. H. S., Harvey, Ill. T-Dorothea Thiel. 
1444—Diane DuBois, 17, Thornton Twp 
H. S., Harvey, Ill. T-Dorothea Thiel. 
1445—Mary Beth O’Connor, 18, Thornton 
Twp. H. S., Harvey, Ill. T-Dorothea Thiel. 
1446—Joe Jordan, 18, Arsenal Tech, School, 
Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk. 
1447—Forest McGinnis, 15, Arsenal Tech. 
School, Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk. 
1448—Gayle Meurer, 16, Arsenal Tech. 
School, Indianapolis, Ind, T-Sy Perszyk. 
1449—Kay Meurer, 19, Arsenal Tech. 
School, Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk. 
1450—Jim Swain, 16, Arsenal Tech. School, 
Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk. 


Calif. T-Mrs. Gaillard H. 
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1451—David Wall, 15, Arsenal Tech. School, 
Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk. 

1452—Nancy Gibson, 16, Shawnee-Mission 
Rural H. S., Merriam, Kans. T-William Shaw. 

1453—Ralph Kull, 17, Cooley H. S., Detroit, 
Mich. T-Miss M. L. Munro. 

1454—Richard Miles, 16, Cooley H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Miss M. L. Munro. 

1455—Pinkney Durham, Jr., 16, Highland 
Park (Mich.) H. S, T-Florence Rahles. 

1456—William Rowe, 14, Chagrin Falls 
(Ohio) H. S. T-Alvin Rosser. 

1457—Gary Schwerzler, 14, Chagrin Falls 
(Ohio) H. S. T-Alvin Rosser. 

1458—Kent Hodgetts, 15, Walnut Hills H. S., 
Cincinnati, Ohio. T-Mrs. Anita Beach. 

1459—Roger Kish, 17, John Adams H. §&., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Florence Verbsky. 

1460—Walter Huber, 12, Orange School, 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Harold W. Hunsicker. 

1461—Patricia Kausek, 17, Collinwood H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Howard Reid. 

1462—Nancy Sledz, 17, Rhodes H. S., Cleve- 
land, Ohio. T-Martha Kenyon. 

1463—Norma Stonestreet, 15, Shaw H. S., 
Cleveland, Ohio. T-Bruce Holderbaum. 

1464—Frank Carter, 17, Reading (Ohio) 
Public School. T-Helen Worrall. 

1465—Ailsa Kuykendall, 18, Klamath 
Falls (Ore.) Union H. S. T-Howard Hall. 

1466—Jim Townsend, 16, Franklin H. S&., 
Portland, Ore. T-Jean A. Pratt. 

1467—Martin Bloom, 19, U. S. Grant H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Bill Colby. 

1468—Richard O. Johnson, 16, Jefferson 
H. S., Portland, Ore. T-Jacque C. Jaeger. 

1469—-Ronald Klee, 17, Jefferson H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Jacque C, Jaeger. 

1470—Marilyn Kniss, 16, Jefferson H. S., 
Portland, Ore. T-Jacque C. Jaeger. 

1471—William Bordonner, 18, Hampton 
Twp. H. S., Allison Park, Pa. T-Mrs. Mary 
K. Auld. 

1472—Jim Ewing, 16, Hampton Twp. H. S&., 
Allison Park, Pa. T-Mrs. Mary K. Auld. 

1473—Clarence Ferguson, 16, Hampton 
Twp. H. S., Allison Park, Pa. T-Mrs. Mary 
K,. Auld. 

1474—Mary Jane Hutchinson, 16, Hampton 
Twp. H. S., Allison Park, Pa. T-Mrs. Mary 
K. Auld. 

1475—Elaine McCarthy, 15, Hampton Twp. 
H. S., Allison Park, Pa. T-Mrs. Mary K. 
Auld. 

1476—Harry Zimmerman, 16, Hampton 
Twp. H. S., Allison Park, Pa, T-Mrs. Mary 
K. Auld. 


1477—-Donald Bedrosian, 14, Roosevelt Jr. 
H. S., Philadelphia, Pa. T-Mrs. Fannie S. 
Bufarle. 





* 


Award in Transparent Water Color, Gp. Il, 
Marilyn Anderson, Holy Child Academy, 
Portland, Ore. First shown at Lipman’s. 





Award in Jewelry, Group Il, by Robert 
Potts, South Hills H. S., Pittsburgh, 
Pa. First shown at Kaufmann’s Regional. 


1478—Robert Marsh, 16, Allegheny H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa, T-C. J. Heyne 
1479—John Panagiotis, 17, Allegheny H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-C. J. Heyne. 
1480—Patricia Arnott, 17, Bellevue H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Mary Dieffenbach. 
1481—Sheryl Corbit, 16, Perry H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Marjorie A. Blackstone. 
1482—Bob Reeder, 18, Perry H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Marjorie A. Blackstone. 
1483—David Reefer, 17, Perry H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Marjorie A. Blackstone. 
1484—-Tom Walsh, 15, Perry H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Marjorie A. Blackstone. 
1485—Ronald Zita, 18, Perry H. S., Pitts- 
burgh, Pa. T-Marjorie A. Blackstone. 
1486-1487—-Mary Jane Beaver, 17, South 
Hills H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1488—Ronald Corbett, 18, South Hills H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1489—-Dennis Donnelly, 18, South Hills 
H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1490-1492—Anthony Moreno, 17, South 
Hills H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1493—Mary O’Toole, 17, South Hills H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1494—-William Pitschman, South Hills H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1495-1496—Robert Potts, 18, South Hills 
H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1497-1499—James Ryan, 18, South Hills 
H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1500—Richard Vickers, 17, South Hills 
H. S., Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1501—Richard White, 17, South Hills H. S., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. T-Agnes Bittaker. 
1502—Merle Deem, 17, Penn Sr. H. §S., 
Verona, Pa. T-Walter Groer. 
1503—Christine Jones, 17, Penn Sr. H. S., 
Verona, Pa. T-Walter Groer. 
1504—Bobby Foster and Bernard Jesmer, 
Hillcrest H. S., Dallas, Tex. T-Persis Shearer. 
1505—Jim Springer, 18, Lamar Sr. H. S&., 
Houston, Tex. T-Lorena Brown. 
1506—Bob Hudson, 16, Columbia H. §&., 
Richland, Wash. T-James A. McGrath 


The following students won places in the 
ENAMELING Classification: 1507 through 1567. 

1507—Patricia Coalson, 14, Robinson School, 
Birmingham, Ala. T-Mrs. Lila J. Wells. 

1508—Tony Sheets, 12, Claremont (Calif.) 
H. S. T-Jeanne Palmer. 

1509—Carole Danson, 16, Glendale (Calif.) 
H. S. T-John Bassham. 

1510—Phyllis Klein, 17, Van Nuys (Calif.) 
Sr. H. S. T-Michael Gregory. 

1511—Peggy Curtis, 17, Antonito (Colo.) 
H. S. T-Sister M. Gratia, O.S.B. 

1512—Evelyn Gunsberg, 18, North H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Mrs. Jeannette Lacey. 

1513—Patricia Andersen, 14, Smiley Jr. 
H. S., Denver, Colo. T-H. Casagranda 

1514—Carole Lindsay, 14, Smiley Jr. H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-H. Casagranda. 
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1515—Jack Lozinski, 15, Smiley Jr. H 
Denver, Colo. T-H. Casagranda 

1516—Janette Mickalson, 14, Smiley Jr 
H. S., Denver, Colo. T-H. Casagranda 

1517—Charles Carney, 18, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Myrtle Rorem 

1518—Persis Hutton, 17, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Myrtle Rorem 

1519—Barbara McCarty, 16, South H. S., 
Denver, Colo. T-Myrtle Rorem 

1520—Judy Daley, 14, Hollister St. School, 
Manchester, Conn. T-Mrs. Elizabeth Budd 

1521-1522—Gretchen Eigenbrod, 13, Hollis- 
ter St. School, Manchester, Conn. T-Mrs. 
Elizabeth Budd. 

1523—-Russell Luepker, 12, Frank I. Ben- 
nett School, Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. Mary 
Carey. 

1524—Shirley Hayes, 17, G. W. Carver 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Mrs. John C. Davis 

1525-1527—-Clyde Davis, 16, Chicago (Ill.) 
Voc. H. S. T-Mrs. Merrill Lyon 

1528—Barbara Brown, 16, Harrison Tech 
H. S., Chicago, Ill, T-Gordon Markwart 

1529—Virginia Hall, 17, Harrison Tech 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Homer E. Freese 

1530—Robert Kowalzyk, 17, Lindblom 
Tech. H. S., Chicago, Ill. Betty Loknac 

1531—Arlene Whetsel, 17, Lindblom Tech 
H. S., Chicago, lll. T-Mrs. Betty Loknac 

1532—Robert Solomon, 17, Nicholas Senn 
H. S., Chicago, Ill. T-Esther V. Johnson 

1533—Mary Tsurutome, 15, Robert A 
Waller H. S., Chicago, Il. T-Elston Heinz- 
man. 

1534—Charlotte Baas, 15. J. Sterling Mor- 
ton H. S., Cicero, Il. T-Lorraine Tarachas 

1535—Madonna Bransuela, 18, Thornton 
Twp. H. S., Harvey, Ill. T-Dorothea Thiel 

1536—Jacqueline Frost, 17, Highland Park 
(Ill.) H. S. T-William Kolbe 

1537—Elda Crain, 16, New Trier, H. S., 
Winnetka, Ill. T-Catherine Murphy 

1538—Gene McMichael, 18, Arsenal Tech 
School, Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk 

1539—Gayle Meurer, 16, Arsenal Tech 
H. S., Indianapolis, Ind. T-Sy Perszyk. 

1540—Carlene Hunnicutt, Salamonie Twp 
H. S., Warren, Ind. T-Mrs. Ethel M. Click 

1541—Bernethia Richey, 15, Parkland Jr 
H. S., Louisville, Ky T-Mrs Harriett 
O'Malley. 

1542—Robert Czarnowski, 15, O. L. Smith 
School, Dearborn, Mich. T-Ralph Hashoran 

1543—Richard Gary Ryan, 18, Cass Tech 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Mrs. Mustonen 

1544—Ralph Kull, 17, Cooley H. S., Detroit, 
Mich. T-Miss Munro. 

1545—Jerry Earles, 15, Highland Park 
(Mich.) H. S. T-Mrs. Florence E. Rahles 

1546—Terry O'Rourke, 15, Highland Park 
(Mich.) H. S. T-Mrs. Florence E. Rahles 

1547—Carla Mount, 14, Ritenour East Jr 
H. S., Overland, Mo. T-Nancy B. Altwater 

1548—Bill Glavin, 16, Richmond (Mo.) 
H. S. T-Charlene Welsh. 

1549—Oliver Fanchor, 15, Arthur A. Hoech 
Jr. H. S., St. Ann, Mo. T-Nancy B. Alt- 
water. 

1550—-1552—-Neal R. Foster, 17, Monroe 
H. S., Rochester, N. Y. T-Lois Tuttle 

1553—Linda Phillips, 12, Central Jr. H.S., 
Greensboro, N. C. T-Mae Hardin 

1554—Troy Furr, 13, Lindley Jr. H. S 
Greensboro, N. C. T-Mrs. Bob Jamieson 

1555—Kathleen Becker, 18, Jane Addams 
Voc. H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Frances 
Hawkswell 

1556—Sandra Ann Makselan, 14, A. B 
Hart Jr. H. S., Cleveland, Ohio. T-Myron 
R. Davidson. 

1557—Dave Hacker, 17, Fairview H. S., 
Dayton, Ohio. T-Julia Sharkey 

1558—Mary Lou Leininger, 14, Reading 
(Ohio) Public School. T-Helen Worrall 

1559—Roslyn Miller, 16, Reading (Ohio) 
Public School. T-Helen Worrall 

1560—George Tessean, 14, Fitch School, 
Youngstown, Ohio. T-Mrs. M. K. D'Isa 

1561-1562—Richard Vandall, 18, Penn Sr 
H. S., Verona, Pa. T-Walter Groer 

1563—John Collins, 17, Woodrow Wilson 
School, Dallas, Tex. T-Merle Fincher 

1564—Helen Gustin, 17, Milby Sr. H. S., 
Houston, Tex. T-Mrs. Mary E. Heickman 

1565—Sandra May Gledhill, 14, James 
Madison Jr. H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-Henry 
Petterson. 

1566—Pat Thomson, 14, James Madison Jr 
H. S., Seattle, Wash. T-Henry Petterson. 

1567—Mark Loonis, 16, South Milwaukee 
(Wis.) H. S. T-Miss A. V. Bartlett 
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1955 Scholastic-Ansco Photography Awards 


Exhibition, May 28-June 30, 


Group I 


A—PORTRAITS 


First Award, $50: Charles Sprowl, New 
Trier Twp. H. S., Winnetka, Ill. T-D. Smith. 

Second Award, $25: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $25 and Sylvania Supplementary 
Award, $25: Cathleen Anne Duda, Woodrow 
Wilson H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Mary 
Christine Prutsos 

Third Award, $15: also Sylvania Supple- 
mentary Award, $15: Barbara Ellen Chase, 
Central Jr. H. S., New Britain, Conn. T-Daisy 
Koplowitz 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Richard Estran, James Bowie Jr. H. S., 
Odessa, Tex. T-Anita Brookins. 

Gloria Gean Gregor, Tolleston School, 
Gary, Ind. T-Olive Leskow. 

Joan Kielyan, Central Jr. H. S., Vandalia, 
Ill. T-Faye Lee Hamblin. 


B—PETS 


Award, $50: 
(N. Y.) Free 


First 
Utica 
Barnes. 

Second Award, $25: Glen Stanbaugh, Sid- 
ney Lanier Jr. H. S., Houston, Tex, T-Norma 
Woods. 

Third Award, $15: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $15 and Sylvania Supplementary 
Award, $15: David Dupuy, Black Mountain 
(N. C.) Elementary School. T-Clara B. Kelly. 


Kendrick, 
T-Maude 


Rosemary 
Academy 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Joe Andrews, Phoenix (Ariz.) Union H. 8S. 
T-Gene Corno. 

Carolyn Salisbury, Chili School 
Rochester, N. Y. T-Alene B. Potter. 

Akin Muegel, Kirby Rd. School, Cincinnati, 
Ohio. T-Gilbert H. Corlett. 


#11, 


C—SCHOOL OR COMMUNITY LIFE 


First Award, $50: also Sylvania Supple- 
mentary Award, $50: Dick Wolman, Bexley 
(Ohio) H. S. T-Harold Tenwalde. 

Second Award, $25: Newton Winkler, Gar- 
den City (N. Y.) H. S. T-Robert Cunningham 

Third Award, $15: Michael Manheim, State 
St. Jr. H. S., Alliance, Ohio. T-Martha E. 
Ayers. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Brooke Shadburne, Phoenix (Ariz.) Union 
H. S. T-Gene Corno. 

Dale Warder, Washington Jr. H. S., 
tumwa, Iowa. T-Ferne Kratzer. 

Neil Tanno, Fountain (Colo.) Jr. H, S. 
T-Mary Skinner. 


D—SCENES 


First Award, $50: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $50: Stephen Rosenthal, Loomis 
School, Windsor, Conn. T-Sanford Low. 

Second Award, $25: Matthew Watson, 
Leland Jr. H. S., Bethesda, Md. T-Richard 
Dent. 

Third Award, $15: Mary Elizabeth Ham- 
monds, Lillis H. S., Kansas City, Mo. T-Sr. 
M. Maxine. 


Ot- 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 
Robert Dahm, Cathedral H. S., Belleville, 
Ill. T-Bro. Norbert Kramer. 
Rosemary Kendrick, Utica 
Academy. T-Maude Barnes. 
Fran Fricker, Garden City 
T-Robert Cunningham. 


(N. Y.) Free 


(N. Y.) H, S. 


Group II 


E—PORTRAITS 


First Award, $50: Marvin Silver, Alex 
Hamilton H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lois 
Vinette. 

Second Award, $25: Michael Roberts, Alex. 
Hamilton H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lois 
Vinette. 

Third Award, $15: George Wong, Francis 
Polytechnic H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-H 
Warren King. 


1955, East River Savings Bank, Rockefeller Center, New York City 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Robert Duchouquette, Austin H. S., El 
Paso, Tex. T-Mary Mitchell. 

Gerard Seuferling, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y, T-Joseph Messina. 

James Herbert, N. Kingstown H. S., Wick- 
ford, R. I. T-Arthur G. Brown. 


F—PETS 


First Award, $50: Marvin Silver, Alex. 
Hamilton H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lois 
Vinette. 

Second Award, $25: also Sylvania Supple- 
mentary Award, $25: Torrey Jackson, Mar- 
blehead (Mass.) Sr. H. S. T-Samuel Brown. 

Third Award, $15: Gerard Seuferling, 
School of Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. 
T-Joseph Messina. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Victor Breig, John C. Fremont H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Clarence A. Back. 

Dave Rotigel, Edwin Denby H. S., Detroit, 
Mich. T-Irma Webber. 

Richard DeMonte, Edwin Denby H. S., De- 
troit, Mich. T-Irma Webber. 


G—SCHOOL OR COMMUNITY LIFE 


First Award, $50: Gerard Seuferling, School 
of Industrial Art, New York, N. Y. T-Joseph 
Messina. 

Second Award, $25: Larry Leach, Bakers- 
field (Calif.) H. S. T-William A. Dennis. 

Third Award, $15: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $15: Dave Rotigel, Edwin Denby 
H. S. Detroit, Mich. T-Irma Webber. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 
Paul Augustine, Cathedral H. S., Belleville, 
lll. T-Bro. Norbert Kramer, 
Gilbert Wong, John H. Francis Polytechnic 
H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Warren King. 
Bernard A, Cohen, Alex. Hamilton H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lois Vinette. 


H—SPORTS 


First Award, $50: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $50: Paul Richards, Alex. Ham- 
ilton H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lois Vinette. 

Second Award, $25: Gilbert Wong, John H. 
Francis Polytechnic H. S., Los Angeles, 
Calif. T-Warren King. 

Third Award, $15: Robert E. Kennedy, Jr., 
Evanston (Ill.) Twp. H. S. T-John J. 
Cochrane, 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Gary Brann, Alex. Hamilton H. S., Los An- 
geles, Calif. T-Lois Vinette. 

Bucky Paul Hoeffler, LaSalle Academy, 
Providence, R. I. T-Bro. A. Thomas. 

George Rodriguez, John C. Fremont H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Clarence A. Back. 


I—SCENES 


First Award, $50: Dean Chrones, Oak Park 
(Il.) & River Forest H. S. T-Gilman Lane. 

Second Award, $25: Michael H. Roberts, 
Alex. Hamilton H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. 
T-Lois Vinette. 

Third Award, $15: Howard Jarrett, Central 
H. S., Oklahoma City, Okla. T-J. D. Winbray. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Myra N. Young, Central H. S., Jefferson, 
Tex. T-James C. Pitts, Jr. 

Larry Leach, Bakersfield 
T-Wlilliam A. Dennis, 

Gerard Seuferling, School of Industrial 
Art, New York, N. Y. T-Joseph Messina. 


(Calif.) H. S. 


J—STILL LIFE 


First Award $50: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $50 and Sylvania Supplemen- 
tary Award, $50: Barbara Jean Stibler, Bay 
Ridge H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. Prin.-Elizabeth 
T. Fitzpatrick. 

Second Award, $25: Dick Hom, Francis 
Polytechnic H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Paul 
Kluth. 

Third Award, $15: also Ansco Supplemen- 


tary Award, $15: Lois Londerville, D, C. 
Everest Jr.-Sr. H. S., Rothschild, Wis. T- 
Kenneth Nehmer. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Frank Amato, Alex. Hamilton H. S., Los 
Angeles, Calif. T-Lois Vinette. 

Norman Dolan, Culver City (Calif.) H. S. 
T-Lowell Zimmerman. 

Charles Johnson, John H. Francis Poly- 
technic H. S., Los Angeles, Calif. T-Warren 
King. 


Group III 


K—PORTRAITS 


First Award, $50: Luis Roche, The Choate 
School, Wallingford, Conn. T-Owen Hays 
Morgan. 

Second Award, $25: Dan Schneider, Mans- 
field (Ohio) Senior H. S., T-Mary Jane Bolus 

Third Award, $15: John Tomcho, Shaw Sr. 
H. S., East Cleveland, Ohio, T-Bruce Holder- 
baum. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 
Darryl Tisherman, Alex, Hamilton H. S., 
Los Angeles, Calif. T-Lois Vinette. 
Ross Sullenberger, Cass Technical H. S., 
Detroit, Mich. T-Donald Thrall. 
Dan Steinbrocker, McBurney School, New 
York, N. Y. T-Marvin Beck. 


L—PETS 

First Award, $50: Curtis Lantz, Redmond 
(Ore.) Union H. S. T-Margaret S. Harris. 

Second Award, $25: also Sylvania Supple- 
mentary Award, $25: Bob Pettit, Hominy 
(Okla.) H. S. T-Cora Briggs. 

Third Award, $15: Ellen Cotton, Southeast 
H. S., Oklahoma City, Okla. T-James Powell. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 
Glynn Mapes, Robert Simpson H. S., Hunt- 
ington, N. Y. T-Donna E. Wilcox. 
Michael McNulty, St. Thomas Academy, 
St. Paul, Minn. T-Joseph P. O’Brien. 
David Jones, Haverford H. S., Havertown, 
Pa, T-Maurice Chuse. 


M—SCENES 


First Award, $50: Barbara Jean 
Bay Ridge H. S., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Elizabeth T. Fitzpatrick. 

Second Award, $25: David Swatscheno, 
Menasha (Wis.) H. S. T-Charles Quinn. 

Third Award, $15: Glynn D. Mapes, Robert 
Simpson H. S., Huntington, N. Y. T-Donna E 
Wilcox. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Fred Schoenfeld, William Howard Taft 
H. S., New York, N. Y. T-Mrs. Grossman. 

Robert Keller, Southfield H. S., Detroit, 
Mich, T-Barbara Wesley. 

Paul Johnson, New Trier Twp. H. S., Win- 
netka, Ill. T-Donald F. Smith. 
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N—STILL LIFE 


First Award, $50: also Ansco Supplemen- 
tary Award, $50: Ross Sullenberger, Cass 
Technical H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Donald 
Thrall. 

Second Award, $25: Robert Livingston 
Gaines, The Choate School, Wallingford, 
Conn, T-Owen H. Morgan. 

Third Award, $15: Joan B. Thomson, 
Morton H. S., Cicero, Ill. T-Kathleen 
McCormack. 


Honorable Mention (Ansco Film) 


Dan Schneider, Mansfield (Ohio) Sr. H. S 
T-Mary Jane Bolus. 

Michael McNulty, St. Thomas Academy, 
St. Paul, Minn. T-Joseph P. O’Brien. 

Tony Amdur, Evanston (Ill.) Twp. H. S 
T-John J. Cochrane. 


SPECIAL AWARD 


Award for all-around ability in flash pho- 
tography—three cases of Sylvania Superflash 
Flashbulbs: Dave Rotigel, Edwin Denby 
H. S., Detroit, Mich. T-Irma Webber. 























Judging ceramics: Egon Weiner, Janet deCoux, 
and Virgil Cantini (former Art Awards winner) 


Pictorial Art Jury: Dong Kingman, John O'Connor, Jr., 
Charles Robertson, Clinton Adams, Samuel Rosenberg. 


Scenes at the Judging 


Depicted here are only a few of the panels of judges 
who worked long and hard in the Carnegie galleries. 





Selecting the Strathmore winner for one of 
the regions: (front to back) James Storey, 
Walter Read Hovey, Joseph C. Fitzpatrick. 





Unanimous vote goes to a greeting-cards design from 
Judges Emil Weddige, S. Q. Shannon, Robert L. Lepper. 
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Making a decision on a costume design entry for the 
show: Helen Topp, Marian Harvey, Florence Deletis. 





Judges Nelle Peterson, Edna O'Bryan, and Else Regen- 
steiner find interesting work in Textile Decoration. 





Commercial Art Jurors Tom Ross, Halsey Davidson, and 
Joseph V. Canzani study the posters in this scene. 


Regional Co-Sponsors 


The scope of Scholastic Magazines Art Awards has 
grown steadily through the regional exhibitions held in 
various sections of the country during the months of 
February and March. Under the sponsorship of civic- 
minded stores, newspapers, and other patrons, and with 


ALABAMA (State) 
Loveman’s, Birmingham 


ARIZONA (State) 
Valley National Bank and 
Phoenix College, Phoenix 


CALIFORNIA (Southern) 
Bullock’s Downtown, Los Angeles 


CALIFORNIA (Northern) 
The Emporium, San Francisco 


COLORADO (State) 
The May Co., Denver 


CONNECTICUT (State) 
The Hartford Courant Parade of Youth 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
Frank R. Jelleff, Inc., Washington 


IDAHO (State) 
Falk’s-Idaho Dept. Store, Boise 


ILLINOIS (City of Chicago) 
The Chicago American and The Fair 


ILLINOIS (Northeastern) 
Wieboldt’s, Evanston 


ILLINOIS (Oak Park Area) 
Wieboldt’s, Oak Park 


IOWA (State) 
Younkers, Des Moines 


KENTUCKY (State) 
Stewart Dry Goods Co., Louisville 


MASSACHUSETTS (State) 
The Boston Globe, Boston 


MICHIGAN (Southeastern) 
Crowley’s & The Detroit News, Detroit 


MINNESOTA (State) 
Dayton’s, Rochester 


MISSOURI (Western) 
Emery, Bird, Thayer, Kansas City 


MISSOURI (Eastern) 
Stix, Baer & Fuller, St. Louis 


NEBRASKA (State) 
J. L. Brandeis & Sons, Omaha 


NEW JERSEY (Southern) 
M. E. Blatt Co., Atlantic City 


NEW YORK (North Central) 
E. W. Edwards & Son, Syracuse 


NEW YORK (Central Western) 
Sibley, Lindsay & Curr, Rochester 


OHIO (Northeastern-Lake Area) 
The Halle Bros. Co., Cleveland 


OHIO (Northeast-Central) 
The M. O'Neil Co., Akron 


OHIO (Southern) 
The John Shillito Co., Cincinnati 


OKLAHOMA (State) 
John A. Brown Co., Oklahoma City 


National Co-Sponsors 


By sponsoring classifications and giving cash awards, a group 
of industrial concerns interested in secondary-school art have be- 
come patrons of the program. These national co-sponsors follow: 


AMERICAN ART CLAY CO. 
4717 W. 16th St., Indianapolis, Ind. 


AMERICAN CRAYON COMPANY 
Sandusky, Ohio 


AMERICAN LEAD PENCIL CO. 
500 Willow Ave., Hoboken, N. J. 


ANSCO 
Binghamton, N. Y. 


CHICAGO CARDBOARD CO. 
1240 N. Homan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


DELTA BRUSH MFG. CORP. 
119 Bleecker St., New York, N. Y. 


DEVOE & RAYNOLDS CO., INC. 
Artists’ Materials Division, 
Lovisville, Ky. 


EAGLE PENCIL COMPANY 
703 E. 13th St., New York, N. Y. 


FAMOUS ARTISTS SCHOOLS 
Westport, Conn. 


M. GRUMBACHER, INC. 
470 W. 34th St., New York, N. Y. 


HIGGINS INK CO., INC. 
271 Ninth St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


C. HOWARD HUNT PEN CO. 
Camden, N. J. 


J. C. LARSON CO. 
820 S. Tripp Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


LILY MILLS COMPANY 
Hand Weaving Department 
Shelby, N. C. 


NATIONAL ASSOCIATION OF 
GREETING CARD PUBLISHERS 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, New York, N. Y. 


STRATHMORE PAPER COMPANY 
West Springfield, Mass. 


THOMAS C. THOMPSON CO. 
Highland Park, Ill. 


the help of advisory committees of educators, these 
preliminary exhibitions have become established as im- 
portant cultural events in many communities. They have 
helped to promote art education across the country. The 
regional co-sponsors for 1954-55 follow: 


OREGON (State) 
Lipman’s, Portland 


PENNSYLVANIA (Southeastern) 
Gimbel Brothers, Philadelphia 


PENNSYLVANIA (Western) 
Kaufmann’s, Pittsburgh 


TENNESSEE (Western) 
B. Lowenstein & Bros., Memphis 


TENNESSEE (Eastern) 
Miller Bros. Co., Chattanooga 


TEXAS (Southeastern) 
Foley’s, Houston 


TEXAS (North Central) 
W. C. Stripling Co., Fort Worth 


TEXAS (Western) & New Mexico 
Popular Dry Goods Co., El Paso 


TEXAS (Northeastern) 
Titche-Goettinger, Dallas 


WASHINGTON (Western) 
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle 


WASHINGTON (Inland Empire Region) 
The Spok Review & The Crescent 
Spokane 


WEST VIRGINIA (State) 
The Diamond, Charleston 


WISCONSIN (State) 
Schuster’s, Milwaukee 





This achievement key 
went to top winners 
in the preliminary 


regional exhibitions. 


Scholastic Magazines 
Art Awards Staff 


M. R. Robinson 
President and Publisher, Scholastic Magazines 
Founder, Scholastic Magazines Art Awards 


Jennie Copeland 
Executive Director 
Scholastic Magazines Art Awards 


Karl S$. Bolander 

National Director 

Scholastic Magazines Art Awards 
Mildred Croft 

Supervisor, National Exhibition 





